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Felix ille, quem, ſemotum longe e ſtrepitu et popu- 
& laribus undis, interdum molli rus accipit umbra!“ 
RAIN. 
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Silveſtrem tenui muſam meditabor avena.“ 
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DAVID GARKRICE, Eve 


4 EMOTENESS of ftuation, and ſome other cir- 
Z cumſtances, have hitherto deprived the Author of that 
; *X bing he might receive from feeing Mr. GARRI ck. 


It may be thought by many, (at a wiſit fo abrupt as this 
& that ee highly complimentary Hane be ſaid on the 


7 bo 7 ngle period i in che garb of flattery would certainly offend 


le therefore tates his leave; —and after having ſlept 
Ti . a little too forward) to offer his tribute of PO . 


HE xewoasTLe, 
| AUG. 1771, 
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MORNING. 


I. 
N the barn the tenant Cock, 
Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 
Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh, 
| II. | 
Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire: 
And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 
Paints with gold the village ſpire. 
2 III. 
Philomel forſakes the thorn, 


Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 


And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſnepherd's ſight. 
5 3 
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From 
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IV. 
From the low-roof*d cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring Swallow ſpring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 
V. 
Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale : 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies, in the dewey dale. 
From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, | 
(Reſtleſs *till her taſk be done) 
Now the buſy bee's employ'd 
Sipping dew before the ſun, 
vi. | 
Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtills, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flock 
When tis ſun-drove from the hills. 5 
Vn. = 
CoLin, for the promis'd corn 
„ (Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
J Anx1ous, hears the huntſman's horn, 
i Boldly ſounding, drown his pipe. 
IX, 
Sweet. O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray ! 
Nature's univerſal ſong 


Echoes to the riſing day. 
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N O ON. 


. F ER VID on the glitt'ring flood, 
0 Now the noon-tide radiance glows : 
' Dropping o'er its infant bud, _ 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 
| | XI. 
By the brook the ſhepherd dines; 
From the fierce meridian heat 
Shelter'd, by the branching pines, 
Pendent o'er his graſſy ſeat. 
; © | 
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Where, uncheck'd, the ſun-beams fall; 
* Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 

By the ivy'd abby wall. 
| XIII. 
Echo in her airy round, 

O'er the river, rock and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 

Save the clack of yonder mill. 
1 XIV. 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 

Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 
Or with languid ſilence ſtand 

Midway in the marſhy pool. 

> B4 


But 
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XV. 
But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings : 
Fearful left the noon-tide beam 
Scorch its ſoft, its ſilken wings. 
| XVI, | | 
Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 1 | ; 
Nature's Jul'd—ferene—and till! 
Quiet e'en the ſhepherd's cur, I 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. : 
XVII. 
Languid is the landſcape round, 11 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 0 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, | C 
_ * Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. | 
33ͤͥX ”ꝝ] 
Now the hill the hedge—is green, 1 
Now the warblers' throats in tune! 


Blithſome 1s the verdant ſcene, = C 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! 


EVEN. 


EVENING. 


XIX. 


() ER the heath the heifer ſtrays 
Free;—(the furrow'd taſk is done) 


Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun, 
XX. 
Now he hides behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky : 
Can the pencil's mimic ſkill, 
Copy the refulgent dye? 
| XXI. 
Trudging as the plowmen go, 
(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant- like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 
| op 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads, 
Shelter for the lordly dome ! 
To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home! 
XXIII. 


As the Lark with vary'd tune, 


Carols to the evening loud; 
Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Novy 


10 


XXIV. 
Now the hermit Howlet peeps 
From the barn, or twiſted brake: 
And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake. 
XXV. 
As the Trout in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from its boſom ſprings ; 
To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 
XXVI. 
Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
O'er the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs, 
With her well-pois'd milking pail. 
XXVII. 
Linnets, with unnumber'd notes, 
And the Cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 
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THE 
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« Nox erat | 
«© Cum tacet omnis ager d iQ l 0 
s ager, pecudes, pictæque volucres. 


1. | 
1 Queen of CONnTEMPLATION, Night, 
Begins her balmy reign ; 
Adrancing in their varied light 
Her flyer: veſted train. 
; 8 
is ſtrange, the many marſhal'd ſtars, 
That ride yon ſacred round, 
Should keep, among their rapid cars, 
A ſilence ſo profound! 5 
III. 
A kind, a philoſophic calm, 
The cool creation wears! 
And what Day drank of dewey balm, 
The gentle Night repairs, 


Behind 
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IV. 
Behind their leafy curtains hid, 
The feather'd race how ftill! 
How quiet now the gameſome kid, 
That gambol'd round the hill! 
Fo”: 
The ſweets, that bending o'er their banks, 
From ſultry Day declin'd, 
Revive in little velvet ranks, 
And ſcent the weſtern wind, 


| VI. 
The Moon, preceded by the breeze 
That bade the clouds retire, 
Appears amongſt the tufted trees, 
A Phœnix neſt on fire. 


| VII. 
But ſoft the golden glow ſubſides! 
Her chariot mounts on high! 
And now, in ſilver'd pomp, ſhe rides 
Pale regent of the ſky! 
VIII. 
Where TIME, upon the wither'd tree 
Hath carv'd the moral chair, 
I fit, from buſy paſſions free, 
And breathe the placid air. 
- 
The wither'd tree was once in prime; 
Its branches brav'd the ſky! 
Thus, at the touch of ruthleſs TIE, 
Shall Youth and Vigour die. 
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X. 

I'm lifted to the blue expanſe : 
It glows ſerenely gay! 
Come, SCIENCE, by my fide, advance, 

We'll ſearch the Milky Way. 
ns | XI. 
Let us deſcend— The daring flight 
Paatigues my feeble mind; 
And Scitxce, in the maze of light, 
| Ts impotent and blind. 

= * : 

What are thoſe wild, thoſe wand'ring fres, 
bat o'er the moorland ran? 
| Vapours.—— How like the vague deſires 
That cheat the heart of MAN! 
XIII. 
W But thine SA friendly guide! 
| That lambent o'er its bed, 
Enlivens, with a gladſome beam, 

The hermit's oſier ſhed. 

XIV. 

Among the ruſſet ſnades of night, 

It glances from afar! 
And darts along the duſk; ſo bright, 

It ſeems a ſilver ſtar! 

XV, 

In coverts, (where the few frequent) 

If VirTus deigns to dwell, 
"Tis thus, the little lamp, ConTENT, 
Gives luſtre to her cell. | 


a flame, 


How 
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XVI. 
How ſmooth that rapid river ſlides 
Progreſſive to the deep! 
The Poppies, pendent o'er its ſides, 
Have charm'd the waves to ſleep. 
XVII. 
PLEASURE's intoxicated ſons! 
Ye indolent! ye gay: 
Reflect for as the river runs, 
Life wings its tractleſs way. 
| XVIII. | 
That branching grove of duſky green 
Conceals the azure ſky ; 
Save, where a ſtarry ſpace between, 
Relieves the darken'd eye. 


XIX. 
Old ERROR, thus, with ſhades impure, 
Throws ſacred Truth behind: 
Vet ſometimes, through the deep obſcure, 
She burſts upon the mind. 
. 
Sleep, and her ſiſter Silence reign, 
They lock the Shepherd's fold! 
But hark —I hear a lamb complain, 
Tis loſt upon the wold! 
We 15 
To ſavage herds, that hunt for prey, 
An unreſiſting prize! 
For having trod a devious way, 
The little rambler dies. 


7 
* 
: 
2 
. 
4 
< 
e 
bo Fo 
128 
. 
we, 
2 
** 
3 
8 
— * 
172 
* 
3 
0 
- 4 2 
on 
2 
1 
* 
0 
1 
— 8 
5 NOS 
eV 
3 
"Ld 
2 7 N 
2 
5 
” 
LY 
$3 
F 
ut, 
' 


As 


THE CONTEMPLATIST. 15 


XXII. 

As luckleſs is the Virgin's lot, 
Whom pleaſure once miſguides: 
When hurried from the halcion cot, 

Where INNOCENCE preſides 
XXIII. 
The paſſions, a relentleſs train! 
To tear the victim run: 
She ſeeks the paths of peace in vain, 
Is conquer'd——and undone. 
| | XXIV. 

How bright the little inſects blaze, 
Where willows ſhade the way; 
As proud as if their painted rays 

Could emulate the Day! 


„ 

Tis thus, the pigmy ſons of pow'r 
Advance their vain parade! _ 
Thus, glitter in the darken'd hour, 
And like the glow-worms fade ! 

XXVI. 
The ſoft ſerenity of night, 
Ungentle clouds deform! 
The ſilver hoſt that ſhone ſo bright, 
Is hid behind a ſtorm! 


| XXVII. 

The angry elements engage! 

An oak, (an ivied bower!) 
Repels the rough wind's noiſy rage, 
And ſhields me from the ſhower. 


The 
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XXVIII. 
The rancour, thus, of ruſhing fate, 
I've learnt to render vain: 
For whilſt Integrity's her ſeat, 
N The ſoul will ſit ſerene. 
xxIx. = 
[ A raven, from ſome greedy vault, = ' 
| Amidſt that cloiſter'd gloom, | 
Bids me, and 'tis a ſolemn thought! = 
Reflect upon the tomb. 
. 1 . 
The tomb!——The conſecrated dome ! = 
The temple rais'd to Peacx! 7 
The port, that to its friendly home = 
Compels the human race! 
XXX1. 
Yon village, to the moral mind, 
A ſolemn aſpect wears; 
Where ſleep hath lull'd the labour'd hind, 
And kill'd his daily cares : 
xXXXII. 
*Tis but the church- yard of the Night; 
An emblematic bed! | 
That offers to the mental ſight, 
'The temporary dead. 


XXXIII. 

From hence, I'll penetrate, in thought, 
The grave's unmeaſur'd deep; 
And tutor'd, hence, be timely taught, 

To meet my final ſleep, 


; 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
ix 
i 


"Tis 


"Tis 
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| XXXIV. 
"Tis peace (The little chaos paſt) 
The gracious moon reſtor'd! 
A breeze ſucceeds the frightful blaſt, 
That through the foreſt roar'd! 


XXXV. 


The Nightingale, a welcome gueſt! 


Renews her gentle ſtrains; 


Her wonted ſeat regains. 
| XXXVI. 
ves When yon lucid orb is dark, 
And darting from on high; 
My ſoul, a more celeſtial ſpark, 
Shall keep her native ſky. 
XXXVII. 
Fann'd by the light— the lenient breeze, 
My limbs refreſhment find; 
And moral rhapſodies, like theſe, 
Give vigour to the mind, 


YOL. LIE C 
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And Hor E, (juſt wand' ring from my breaſt) 


THE 
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ONCEAL'D within an hawthorn buſh, 
We're told, that an experienc'd Thruſh 


Inſtructed, in the prime of ſpring, 
Many a neighbouring bird to ſing. 
She caroll'd, and her various ſong 
Gave leſſons to the liſt'ning throng : 
But (the entangling boughs between) 
Twas her aelight to teach unſeen. 


At length, the little wond'ring race 
Would ſee their fav'rite face to face; 
They thought it hard to be deny'd, 
And begg'd that ſhe'd no longer hide, 
O'er-modeſt, worth's peculiar fault, 
Another ſhade the tut'reſs ſought ; 
And loth to be too much admir'd, 

In ſecret from the buſh retir'd, 


An 


THRUSH AND PYE, 
An impudent, preſuming Pye, 
Malicious, ignorant, and fly, 
Stole to the matron's vacant ſeat, 


And in her arrogance elate, 
Ruſh'd forward - with“ My friends, you fee 


Ine miſtreſs of the choir in me: 


“ Here, be your due devotion paid, 
« I am the ſongſtreſs of the ſhade.” 


A Linnet, that fat liſt'ning nigh, 
Made the impoſtor this reply : 
« ] fancy, friend, that vulgar throats 


Were never form'd for warbling notes: 
But if theſe leſſons came from you, 


« Repeat them in the public view; 
« That your aſſertions may be clear, 
« Let us behold as well as hear.” 


The length'ning ſong, the foft'ning train, 
Our chatt'ring Pye attempts in vain, 
For to the fool's eternal ſhame, 
All ſhe could compaſs was a ſcream. 


The birds, enrag'd, around her fly, 
Nor ſhelter nor defence 1 ts nigh: 


The caitiff wretch, diſtreſs d—forlorn! 
On every fide is peck'd and torn! 
Till for her vile, atrocious lies, 

Under their angry beaks ſhe dies. 


4 
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Such 
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Such be his fate, whoſe ſcoundrel claim 
Obtrudes upon a neighbour's fame. 


Friend En“, the tale apply, 
You are—yourſelf—the chatt'ring Pye: 
Repent, and with a conſcious bluſh, 
Go make atonement to the 'Thruſh +, 


F&4 $-- Qu 
A E 


p ALEMON, ſeated by his fav'rite maid, 
The ſylvan ſcenes, with extaſy, ſurvey'd; 
Nothing could make the fond Alexis gay, 

For Daphne had been abſent half the day: 
Dar'd by Palemon for a paſtoral prize, 
Reluctant, in his turn, Alexis tries. Nile 


PALEM ON. 
This breeze by the river how charming and ſoft! Tec 

How ſmooth the graſs carpet! how green! | 
Sweet, ſweet ſings the lark! as he carols aloft, 


His muſic enlivens the ſcene \ 1 


* A Y=ſhire Bookſeller, who Pirated an edition of the Pleaſing = 
Inſtructor. It 


The Compiler, and reputed Authoreſs of the ee Eſſays 
in that book, 
A thou- 


raſing 


ſſays 


hou- 


FA EM 0 Ne 


WA thouſand freſh flow'rets unuſually gay 

= The fields and the foreſts adorn ; 

WI pluck'd me ſome roſes, the children of May, 
And could not find one with a thorn, 


4 L IX 15. 
Erne cies are quite clouded, too bold is the breeze, 
= Dull vapours deſcend on the plain; 
The verdure's all blaſted that cover'd yon trees, 
W The birds cannot compaſs a ftrain : 
In ſearch for a chaplet my temples to bind, 
All day as I filently rove, 
I can't find a flow'xet (not one to my mind) 
In meadow, in garden, or grove, 


PALEM ON. 

I ne'er ſaw the hedge in ſuch excellent bloom, 
The lambkins fo wantonly gay; 

My cows ſeem to breathe a more pleaſing perfume 
And brighter than common the day: 

lf any dull ſhepherd ſhould fooliſhly aſk, 

So rich why the landſcapes appear? 

To give a right anſwer, how eaſy my taſk ! 
Becauſe my ſweet Phillida's here. 


ALEXIS 
The ſtream that ſo muddy moves ſlowly along, 
Once roll'd in a beautiful tide; 


It ſeem'd o'er the pebbles to murmur a ſong, 
But Daphne ſat then by my ſide, 


3 See, 
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See, ſee the lov'd maid, o'er the meadows ſhe hies, 
Quite alter'd already the ſcene! 
How limpid the ſtream is! how gay the blue kkies ! 


'The hills and the hedges how green ! 


- THE 
HAWTHORN BOWER. 


. 
ALE MON, in the hawthorn bower, 
With fond impatience lay; 
He counted every anxious hour 
That ſtretch'd the tedious day. 


The roſy dawn, Paſtora nam'd, 
And vow'd that ſhe'd be kind; 
But ah! the ſetting ſun proclaim'd 

That women's vows are—wind, 


II. 
The fickle ſex, the boy defy'd ; 
And ſwore, in terms prophane, 
That Beauty 1n her brighteſt pride 
Might ſue to him in vain, 


When Delia from the neighb'ring glade 
Appear'd in all her charms, | 
Each angry vow Palemon made 
Was loft in Delia's arms, 


'The 
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5 III. 

he Lovers had not long reclin'd 
gefore Paſtora came: 

WI nconftancy, ſhe cry'd, I find 
In every heart's the ſame; 


For young Alexis ſigh'd and preſt, 
Wich ſuch bewitching power, 
quite forgot the wiſhing gueſt 
That waited in the bower, 
T H E 


ANT AND CATERPILLAR: 


oY CCC 


| A an Ant, of his talents ſuperiourly vain, 
Was trotting, with conſequence, over the plain, 
A Worm, in his progreſs remarkably ſlow, 
Cry'd « Bleſs your good worſhip wherever you go; 
I hope your great mightineſs won't take it ill, 
l pay my reſpects with an hearty good-will.“ 
| With a look of contempt and impertinent pride, 
«© Begone, you vile reptile,” his Aulfſbip replied; 
8 © Go—go and lament your contemptible ſtate, 
| © But firſt look at me ſee my limbs how com- 
« plete; E 


C 4 I guide 


— — — AR 


— . —. 


— EE 


Bow'd low with reſpect, and was trudging away. 
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« J guide all my motions with freedom and eaſe, 
«© Run backward and forward, and turn when I pleaſe; 
« Of nature (grown weary) you ſhocking eſſay! ! 
e I ſpurn you thus from me crawl out of my way,” 


The reptile inſulted, and vext to the ſoul, 
Crept onwards, and hid himſelf cloſe in his hole; 
But nature, determin'd to end his diſtreſs, 

Soon ſent him abroad in a Butterfly's dreſs, 


Ere long the proud Ant, as repaſſing the road, 
(Fatigu'd from the harveſt, and tugging his load) 
'The beau on a violet bank he beheld, | 
Whoſe veſture, in glory, a monarch's excell'd ; 
His plumage expanded—'twas rare to behold 
So lovely a mixture of purple and gold. 


The Ant quite amaz'd at a figure ſo gay, 


«« Stop, friend,” ſays the Butterfly 
"pid, 

J once was the reptile you ſpurn'd and deſpis'd; 

« But now I can mount, in the ſun-beams I play, 

«« While you muſt, for ever, drudge on in your way.“ 


« don't be ſur- 


MORAL. 


A wretch, though to-day he's o er- loaded with ſorrow, 
May ſoar above thoſe that oppreſs'd him to- morrow. 


PHILLIS: MF 


Wa PASTORAL BALLAD 


243 I. 

Said,—on the banks by the ſtream, 
I've pip'd for the ſhepherds too long : 
h grant me, ye Muſes, a theme, 
Where glory may brighten my ſong! 
ut Pax * bade me ſtick to my ſtrain, 
Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe; 

Inbition befits not a ſwain, 
And PaiLL1s loves paſtoral verſe, 


IT. 
he roſe, tho* a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to PHILLIS's bloom; 
nd the breeze from the bean- flower bed 
To her breath's but a feeble perfume: 


ſur- 


he dew-drop fo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the violet lies, 
ho' brighten'd by PñfoEBUs's ray, 


5 Wants luſtre, compar'd to her eyes. 

W. | 5 | 
The Author intends the character of Pax for the late Mr. 
HENSTONE, Who favoured him with a letter or two, adviſing 

8: im to proceed in the Paſtoral manner. 


A lilly 
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III. 
A lilly T pluck'd in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with her's to compare; 
And fooliſhly thought (till I try'd) 
The flow'ret was equally fair. 
How, CoryDpoxn, could you miſtake? 
Your fault be with ſorrow confeſt, 


You ſaid the white ſwans on the lake 
For ſoftneſs might rival her breaſt, 


IV. 
While thus I went on in her praiſe, 3 
My PRILIIs paſs'd ſportive along: . 
Ye poets, I covet no bays, ; 
She ſmil'd, ——a reward for my ſong! 
I find the God Pan's in the right, 
No fame's like the fair ones' applauſe! 
And Cue1p muſt crown with delight 
The ſhepherd that ſings in his cauſe, 


POMONA 


EL #74 


„% ĩ 86 


4A PASTORAL 


ON THE CYDER BILL BEING PASSED. 


| . | 
ROM orchards of ample extent, 
x Pomona's compell'd to depart; 
W nd thus, as in anguiſh ſhe went, 
The Goddeſs unburthen'd her heart: 
Wo 
Jo flouriſh where Liberty reigns, 
Was all my fond wiſhes requir'd ; 
And here I agreed with the ſwains 
« To hve 'till their freedom expir'd. 
III. 
Of late you have number'd my trees, 
« And threaten'd to limit my ſtore: 
Alas from ſuch maxims as theſe, 
« I fear that your freedom's no more. 
| IV: 
My flight will be fatal to May: 
Por how can her gardens be fine: 
The bloſſoms are doom'd to decay, 
I" (The bloſſoms, I mean, that were mine.) 
« Rich 
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V. 
*© Rich Autumn remembers me well: 
« My fruitage was fair to behold ! 
« My pears—how I ripen'd their ſwell! 
« My pippins!—were pippins of gold! 
e 
Let Ceres drudge on with her ploughs! 
« She droops as ſhe furrows the ſoil; 
& A near I ſhake from my boughs, 
« A nectar that ſoftens my toll. 
| VII. 
« When Bacchus began to repine, 
« With patience I bore his abuſe ; 
He ſaid that I plunder'd the vine, 
«« He ſaid that I pilfer'd his juice. 
VIII. | 
« know the proud drunkard denies 
That trees of my culture ſhould grow: 
«© But let not the traitor adviſe; 
« He comes from the climes of your foe. 
IX. 
«© Alas! in your filence I read 
The ſentence I'm doom'd to deplore : 
« Tis plain the great Pan has decreed, 
„% My orchard ſhall flouriſh no more.“ 
X. 
The Goddeſs flew off in deſpair ; 
As all her ſweet honours declin'd : 
And PLeNnTy and PLEASURE declare, 
They'll loiter no longer behind, 


MAV. 


A . 


KATE or ABERDEEN. 


| os 
HE filver moon's enamour'd beam, 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 


Fro wanton with the winding ſtream, 


And kiſs reflected light, 


: To beds of ſtate go balmy ſleep, 


('Tis where you've ſeldom been) 


May's vigil while the ſhepherds keep 


With KaTx of Aberdeen, 


II, 


pon the green the virgins wait, 


In roſy chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbar her golden gate, 
And give the promis'd May. 
Methinks J hear the maids declare, 
| The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 


As KAT R of Aberdeen, 
Strike 
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III. 
Strike up the tabor's boldeſt notes, 
We'll rouſe the nodding grove; 
The neſted birds ſhall raiſe their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
And ſee—the matin lark miſtakes, 
Hie quits the tufted green: 
Fond bird! *tis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis KArE of Aberdeen. 


IV. 

Now lightſome o'er the level mead, 
Where midnight Fairies rove, 

Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead, 
Or tune the reed to love: 

For ſee the roſy May draws nigh ; 
She claims a virgin Queen; 

And hark, the happy ſhepherds cry 

"Tis KArE of Aberdeen. 
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I. 
HE courtly bard, in verſe ſublime, 
May praiſe the toaſted Belle ; 
70 \ country maid (in careleſs rhyme) 
W 1 fing—my Kitty Fell! 
+3 e 1 
1 When larks forſake the flow'ry plain, 
And Love's ſweet numbers ſwell, 
y pipe ſhall join the morning ftrain, 
In praiſe of Kitty Fell. 
5 III. 
* Vhere woodbines twiſt their fragrant ſhade, 
5 And noontide beams repel, 
Wl 1! reſt me on the tufted mead, 
And ſing of Kitty Fell. 
2 IV. 
hon moon-beams dance among the boughs 
WW That lodge ſweet Philomel, 
ll pour with her my tuneful vows, 
And pant for Kitty Fell. 
: . 
be pale-faced pedant burns his books; 

The ſage forſakes his cell: 

WE | ic ſoldier ſmooths his martial looks, 
And ſighs for Kitty Fell. 


Im 


wo Were 


— ay cr Ln As 


VI, 
Were mine, ye great, your envy'd lot, 
In gilded courts to dwell; 
I'd leave them for a lonely cot 


With Love and Kitty Fell. 


I. 
H E pendent foreſt ſeem'd to nod, 
In drowſy fetters bound; 
And fairy elves in circles trod 
The daiſy-painted ground: 
When Thyrſis ſought the conſcious grove, 
_ Of flighted vows to tell, 


And thus (to ſooth neglected love) 


Invok'd fad Philomel : 
II. 

« The ftars their filver radiance ſhed, 
« And ſilence charms the plain; 

% But where's my Philomela fled, 
« To ſing her love-lorn ſtrain? 

« Hither, ah, gentle bird, in haſte 
Direct thy hov'ring wing: 

* The vernal green's a dreary waſte, 
Till you vouchſafe to ſing. 
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7 III. | 

ö thrilling ſweet thy numbers flow, | 

(Thy warbling ſong diftreſt!) 

We The tear that tells the lover's woe 

alls cold upon my breaſt, 

Jo hear fad Philomel complain, 

I « Will ſoften my deſpair; os 

Then quickly ſwell the melting train, 

And ſooth a lover's care.“ | 


E Do IV, 

WT ive up all hopes, unhappy ſwain, 

2 A liſt'ning ſage reply d, 

For what can conſtancy obtain, 
From unrelenting pride? 

L he ſhepherd droop'd—the tyrant death, 
Had ſeiz'd his trembling frame; 

le bow'd, and with departing breath 
Pronounc'd Zaphira's name. 


Vol. LXIX. D CLA- 
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85 ; J. 
WLARINDA“'s lips J fondly preſs'd, 
While rapture fill'd each vein 
And as I touch'd her downy breaft, 
Its tenant ſlept ſerene. 


II. 

So ſoft a calm, in ſuch a part, 
Betrays a peaceful mind; 

Whilſt my uneaſy, flutt'ring heart, 

Would ſcarcely be confin'd. 
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| III. 
A ſtubborn oak the ſhepherd ſees, 


_ Unmov'd, when ſtorms deſcend ; - 
But, ah! to ev'ry ſporting breeze, E | 
The myrtle bough muſt bend. 
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FANNY: or: Tur DALE. 


I. 
*] ET the declining damaſk roſe 
| With envious grief look pale; 
The ſummer bloom more freely glows 
In Fanny of the Dale. 
ho 
Is there a ſweet that decks the field, 
Or ſcents the morning gale; 
Can ſuch a vernal fragrance yield, 
As Fanny of the Dale? 
| III. 
The painted belles, at court rever'd, 
Look lifeleſs, cold, and ſtale: 
How faint their beauties, when compar'd 
= With Fanny of the Dale! 
: IV. 
= The willows bind Paſtora's brows, 
Her fond advances fail: 
For Damon pays his warmeſt vows 
To Fanny of the Dale. 
i Y 
Might honeſt truth, at laſt, ſucceed, 
And artleſs love prevail; 
Thrice happy cou'd he tune his reed, 
With Fanny of the Dale! 
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8 O N G. 


SENT TO CHLOE WITH A ROSE, 
TUNE, — THE LASS OF PATIE'S MILL» 


FD I. 
* ES, every flower that blows, 
T paſs'd unheeded by, 
Till this enchanting Roſe 
Had fix d my wand'ring eye. 
It ſcented every breeze, 
That wanton'd o'er the ſtream, 
Or trembled through the trees, 
To meet the morning beam. 


IT. 
To deck that beauteous maid, 

Its fragrance can't excel, 

From ſome celeſtial ſhade 
| The damaſk charmer fell: 

And as her balmy ſweets, 1 
On Chloe's breaſt ſhe pours, Bi 
The Queen of BzavrTy greets bY 
The gentle Queen of FLOWERS. | 


"FI 


1 


N T 


f rORWARDNESS or SPRING. 


4 tibi, flores, plenis 


« Ecce ferunt nymphe calathis. VII. 


8 O 'E R Nature's freſh boſom, by verdure unbound, 

8 Bleak Winter blooms lovely as Spring: 

2 Rich flow'rets (how fragrant!) riſe wantonly round, 

| And Summer's wing'd choriſters fing ! 

1 To greet the young monarch of Britain's bleſt iſle, 

"Z The groves with gay bloſſoms are grac'd! 

| The primroſe peeps forth with an innocent ſmile, 

And cowſlips croud forward in haſte! 

2 WD 

W Diſpatch, gentle Flora, the nymphs of your train 

TP bro' woodlands, to gather each iweet ; 

rob, of young roſes, the dew-ſpangled plain, 

Ang ſtrew the gay ſpoils at his feet, 
D 3 Twe 
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IV. 

Two chaplets of laurel, in verdure the ſame, 
For GRORORE, oh ye virgins, entwine! 

From Conqueſt's own temples theſe ever-greens came, 
And thoſe from the brows of the Nine! 

v. 

What honours, ye Britons ! (one emblem implies) 
What glory to GeorGe ſhall belong! 

What Miltons, (the other) what Addiſons riſe, 

Io make him immortal in ſong ! 

VI. | 

To a wreath of freſh Oak, England's emblem of power! 
Whoſe honours with time ſhall encreaſe! 

Add a fair Olive ſprig, juſt unfolding its flow'r, 
Rich token of Concord and Peace! 

VII. 

Next give him young Myrtles, by Beauty's bright Queen 
Collected the pride of the grove! 

How fragrant their odour! their foliage how green! 
Sweet promiſe of conjugal Love! 

VIII. 

Let: Gaul's captive Lillies, cropt cloſe to the ground, 
As trophies of Conqueſt be ty'd : 

The virgins all cry, . There's not one to be found! 
% Out-bloom'd by his Roſes—they dy'd.“ 


IX. 
Ye foes of Old England, ſuch fate mall ye ſhare, 
With Gzorcx, as our glories advance— 
Thro* envy you'll ſicken, —you*lldroop,—you'll deſpair, 
And die—like the Lillies of France, 


ON 


une, 


wer! 


deen 


ur, 


AFFROAGCH- Of MAY, 


J. 
HE virgin, when ſoften'd by Ma v, 
Attends to the villager's vows; 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs ; 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above! 


We ſhepherds that dwell on the plain, 


Hail Mary as the mother of love. 
| | | II, 
From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephir carefles the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine: 


The pinks by the rivulet ſide, 


That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide : 
For Mar is the mother of love, 


D 4 


May 
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So III. 
Mar tinges the butterfly's wing, 

He flutters in bridal array ! 
And if the wing'd foreſters ſing, 

Their muſic is taught them by Mar. 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
_  Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat 

That Mar is the mother of love. 


IV. 

The Goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, - 

Ye virgins be ſportive and gay : 
Get your pipes, oh ye ſhepherds in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the Mar. 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 

And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find 

The Mar is the mother of love. 


a a— 


THR 


I. 
8 * ELTER'D from the blight ambition, 
Fatal to the pride of rank, 
See me in my low condition, 
Laughing on the tufted bank. 
„„ 
On my robes (for emulation) 
No variety's impreſt: 
Suited to an humble ſtation, 
Mine's an unembroider'd veſt. 


„ 
Modeſt tho' the maids declare me, 
Max in her fantaſtic train, 
When Pas roRA deigns to wear me, 
Ha'n't a flow' ret half ſo vain, 


THE 
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VVV 


1 | 
A* pendent o'er the limpid ſtrea 
I bow'd my ſnowey pride, 
And languiſh'd in a fruitleſs flame, 
For what the Fates deny'd ; 


The fair PasToRa chanc'd to paſs, ] 
With ſuch an angel air, 


I ſaw her in the wat'ry glaſs, 8 
And lov'd the rival fair. 

| N. 
II. 1 
| Ye fates, no longer let me pine, 1 
A ſelf-admiring ſweet, 1 
| Permit me, by your grace divine, = | 
To kiſs the fair-one's feet: 
| That if by chance the gentle maid 
| My fragrance ſhould admire; _ | 
| I may,——upon her boſom laid, H 
| In ſiſter ſweets expire. p 


THI 


HE 


. 


| T. 
3 a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill and ſome meadows—a freehold eſtate, 
A well-meaning miller, by labour ſupplies, 
Thoſe bleſſings that grandeur to great ones denies : 


No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are Health and Content; 


Their lordſhips in lace may remark, if they will, 
He's honeſt, tho' daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


II. 
Ere the lark's early carrols ſalute the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 
Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 


While 
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While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great, 
No fraud or ambition his boſom e'er fill, 
Contented he works, if there's griſt for his mill, 


| III. 
On Sunday bedeck'd in his homeſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chaunt or to pray; 
He ſits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 
Tho' ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good. 


At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 
He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John, 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill; 
No monarch more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


A 


LAND 50472 


«© Rura mihi & irrigui placeant in vallibus amnes.” 


V1RG, 


| 1. ys | 
Nes. that Summer's ripen'd bloom 
IN Frolicks where the winter frown'd, 

Stretch'd upon theſe banks of broom, 


We command the landſcape round. 


Nature 


FAA 


[ture 


A LANDSCAPE. 


II. 


Nature in the proſpect yields 


Humble dales, and mountains bold, 


Meadows, woodlands, heaths, —and fields 


Yellow'd o'er with waving gold. 
| III. 
Goats upon that frowning ſteep, 
Fearleſs, with their kidlings brouſe! 
Here a flock of ſnowy ſheep! 
There an herd of motly cows! 
a IV. 
On the uplands, every glade 
Brightens in the blaze of day; 
O'er the vales, the ſober ſhade 
Softens to an evening grey. 
V 


' Where the rill, by ſlow degrees, 


Swells into a cryſtal pool, 
Shaggy rocks and ſhelving trees 
Shoot to keep the waters cool. 
VI. 
Shiver'd by a thunder-ſtroke, 
From the mountain's miſty ridge, 
O'er the brook a ruin'd oak, 


Near the farm-houſe, forms a bridge. 


VII. 
On her breaſt the ſunny beam 
Glitters in meridian pride; 
Vonder as the virgin ſtream 
Haſtens to the reſtleſs tide:. 


T3 - 


Where 


| VIII. 
Where the ſhips by wanton gales 
Wafted, o'er the green waves run, 
Sweet to ſee their ſwelling ſails 
Whiten'd by the laughing ſun |! 
IX. 
High upon the daiſied hill, 
Riſing from the ſlope of trees, 
How the wings of yonder mill 
Labour in the buſy breeze! 
X. 
Cheerful as a ſummer's morn, 
(Bouncing from her loaded pad) 
Where the maid preſents her corn, 
Smarking, to the miller's lad. 
| XI. 
O' er the green a feſtal throng 
Gambols, in fantaſtic trim! 
As the full cart moves along, 
Hearken——'tis their harveſt hymn ! 
| XII. 
Linnets on the crouded ſprays 
Chorus, —and the wood-larks riſe, 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, 
Till the ſweet notes reach the ſkies. 
XIII. 
Torrents in extended ſheets 
Down the cliffs, dividing, break: 
Twixt the hills the water meets, 
SGerttling in a ſilver lake! 
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XIV. ; 
From his languid flocks, the ſwain, 
By the ſunbeams ſore oppreſt, 
Plunging on the wat'ry plain, 
Plows it with his glowing breaſt, 
| XV. 
Where the mantling willows nod, 
From the green bank's ſlopy fide, 
Patient, with his well-thrown rod, 
Many an angler breaks the tide! 
XVI: 


On the iſles, with oſiers dreſt, 


Many a fair-plum'd halcion breeds! 
Many a wild bird hides her neſt, 

Cover'd in yon crackling reeds. 

| XVII. 


Fork-tail'd pratlers as they paſs 


To their neſtlings in the rock, 
Darting on the liquid glaſs, 
Seem-to kiſs the mimick'd flock. 
XVIII. 


Where the ſtone Croſs lifts its head, 


Many a faint and pilgrim hoar, 
Up the hill was wont to tread, 
Barefoot, in the days of yore. 


XIX. 


Guardian of a ſacred well, 


Arch'd beneath yon reverend ſhades, 
Whilome, in that ſhatter'd cell, 
Many an hermit told his beads, 
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XX. 
Sultry miſts ſurround the heath 
Where the gothic dome appears, 
O'er the trembling groves beneath, 
Tott'ring with a load of years. 
XXI. 
Turn to the contraſted ſcene, 
Where, beyond theſe hoary piles, 
Gay, upon the riſing green, 
Many an attie building ſmiles ! 
3 XXII. 
Painted gardens—grots—and groves, 
Intermingling ſhade and light! 
Lengthen'd viſtas, green alcoves, 
Join to give the eye delight. 
| XXIII. 
Hamlets —villages, and ſpires, 
Scatter d on the landſcape lie, 
Till the diſtant view retires, 
Cloſing in an azure ſky. 


MELODY. \ 


DJ. 


IcnTSOME as convey'd by ſparrows, 
Love and Beauty croſs'd the plains, 
Flights. of little pointed arrows 5 
Love diſpatch'd among the ſwains : 


But ſo much our ſhepherds dread him, 
(Spoiler of their peace profound) 
Swift as ſcudding fawns they fled him, 
Frighted, tho' they felt no wound, 
1 
Now the wanton God grown ſlier, 
And for each fond miſchief ripe, 
Comes. diſguis'd in Pan's attire, 
Tuning ſweet an oaten pipe : 


Echo, by the winding river, 
Doubles his deluſive ſtrains ; 
While the boy conceals his quiver, 
From the ſlow returning ſwains. 


III. 

As Palemon, unſuſpecting, 
Prais'd the ſly muſician's art, 
Love, his light diſguiſe rejecting, 

Lodg'd an arrow in his heart: 


Cupid 
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Cupid will enforce your duty, 
Shepherds, and would have you tau ght, 
Thoſe who timid fly from Bravurty, 
May by MzLopr be caught. 


I: 3 ER 
& FLLTORAL 


I. | 
TE. gentle ſwan with graceful * 
Her gloſſy plumage laves, 


And ſailing down the ſilver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 


The ſilver tide, that wand' ring flows, 


Sweet to the bird muſt be! 1 Wh 
But not ſo ſweet—blyth Cupid knows, 1 
As Deria is to me. 5 1 

II. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit- tree ſung, 
And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe view d. 
That held her callow young: 
Den 


„5„„„— 5 - =. "Jp 


Dear to the mother's flutt'ring heart 
he genial brood muſt be; 

But not ſo dear (the thouſandth part !) 
As DELIA is to me. 


| | HY 
The roſes that my brow ſurround 
Were natives of the dale; 


Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their ſweets grew pale! 


My vital bloom would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 

For what the root 1s to the roſe, 
My DEL1a is to me. 


IV. 
Two doves I found; like 3 ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair ! 
The birds to DRLIA I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair! 


When, in their chaſte connubial love, 
My ſecret wiſh ſhe'll ſee ; 

Such mutual bliſs as turtles prove, 
May De11a ſhare with me, 


ls. THE 
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I. 
Other day as J ſat in the Sycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came wbiſtling along, 
J trembled I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid 
And my heart caper d up to my tongue: D. 


Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a er is here ! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; 1 


' The ſhepherd's ſo civil, you've ding to fear, 
Then prythee, fond ee lie ſtill, 
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IT. 
Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded-—No more! 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore: ; 


; 
F 
p 


My lambkins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill ; 
But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill, 
When 


"DAMON and PHILLIS. 62 
| (SED: KENNY Bk 
When the ſun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore ſhade = 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 


And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
E: Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there: 


At eviry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
II nd ere 1 bid it lie ſtill, Dung. 


DAMON any PHILLIS: 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 


© Donec gratus eram, &c« Hon 
ets L | D AMON. 
WY HEN Phillis was faithful, and fond as ſhe's 
fair, 


twiſted young roſes in wreaths for my hair; 

ut ah! the ſad willow's a ſhade for my brows, 

or Phillis no longer remembers her vows! 

ind, No the groves with young Colin the ſhepherdeſs flies, 
hile Damon diſturbs the ill plains with his ſighs. 


nd, 


When 


E 3 PHIL 
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- Betkink you, falſe Damon, before you upbraid, 
When Phcebe's fair lambkin had yeſterday firay'd, 
Throꝰ the woodlands you wander d, poor Phillis forgot! 
And drove the gay rambler quite home to her cot; 

A ſwain ſo deceitful no damſel can prize; 
Tis — not Phillis, lays claim to your fighs, 


D AM Ox. 
ls ATI s full ſeaſon young Phcebe is kind, 
Her manners are graceful, untainted her mind! 
The ſweets of contentment her cottage adorn, 
She's fair as the roſe-bud, and freſh as the morn ! 
She ſmiles like Pomona—Theſe ſmiles I'd reſign, 
If Phillis were faithful, and deign'd to be mine. 


„ ine 
On the tabor young Colin ſo prettily plays, 
He ſings me ſweet ſonnets, and writes in my praiſe! 
He choſe me his true-love laſt Valentine-day, 
When birds fat like bridegrooms all pair'd on the ſpray; 
Vet I'd drive the gay ſhepherd far, far from my mind, 
If Damon, the rover, were conſtant and kind. 


\ 


V 
Fine folks, my ſweet Phillis, may revel and range, 
But fleeting's the pleaſure that's founded on change! 
In the villager's cottage ſuch conſtancy ſprings, 
That peaſants with pity may look down on kings. 
To the church then let's haZen, our tranſports to bind, 
8 8 Damon will always prove faithful and kind. 


P H II- 
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WARNING. © 
I HS EY 
| To the church then let's haſten, our rs mg to 


bind, 
And Phillis will always prove faithful and kind, 


* O UN Colin once courted Myrtilla the prude, 
If he ſigh'd or look d tender, ſhe cry'd he was 
> nee. 
Tho' he begg'd with devotion, ſome eaſe for his 
pain, 
The ſhepherd got nothing but frowns and diſdain. 
Fatigu'd with her folly, his ſuit he gave o'er, 
And vow'd that no female ſhould fetter him more. 


II, 

He ftrove with all caution to *ſcape from the net, 
But Chloe ſoon caught him,—a finiſh'd coquet ! 
dhe glanc'd to his glances, ſhe figh'd to his ſighs, 
And flatter'd his hopes—in the language of eyes. 
Alas for poor Colin! when put to the teſt, 
Himfelf and his paſſion prov'd both but her jeſt, 

E 4 By 
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III. 


By the critical third he was fix'd in the ſnare; \ 


By Fanny—gay, young, unaffected, and fair; 


When ſhe found he had merit, and love took his part, 


She dally'd no longer—but yielded her heart. 
With joy they ſubmitted to Hymen's decree, 
And now are as happy—as happy can be. 


IV. 


As the roſcbud of beauty ſoon ſickens and fades, 


The prude and coquet are two lighted old maids; 


Now their ſweets are all waſted, - too late they repent, 


For tranſports untaſted, for moments misſpent ! 
Ye virgins take warning, improve by my plan, 
And fix the fond youth when you prudently can. 
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I, | 
85 1 holiday gown, and my newfangled hat, 
Laſt Monday I tript to the fair; E 
I held up my head, and I'll tell you for what, 
Briſk Roger I ue” d wou'd be __ 


He woos me to marry whenever we met, 5 
There's honey ſure dwells on his tongue! 

He hugs me ſo cloſe, and he kiſſes ſo ſweet, 
I'd wed—if I were not too young. 


Fond 


ent, 


ond 
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II. 

Fond Sue, I'll afure you, laid hold on the boy, 
(The vixen wou'd fain be his bride) 

Some token ſhe claim'd, either ribbon or toy, 
And ſwore that ſhe'd not be deny'd : 


A top-knot be bought her, and garters of green, 
Pert Suſan was cruelly ſtung ; 

[ hate her ſo much, that, to kill her with ſpleen, 

I'd wed—if I were not too young. 


III. 

He whiſper'd ſuch ſoft pretty things in mine ear! 
He flatter'd, he promis'd, and ſwore! 
Such trinkets he gave me, ſuch laces and geer, 

That truſt me,—my pockets ran o'er : 


Some ballads he bought me, the beſt he cou'd find, 
And ſweetly their burthen he ſung ; 

Good faith he's ſo handſome, ſo witty, and kind, 
I'd wed—if I were not too young. 


LY: 

The ſun was juſt ſetting, twas time to retire, 
(Our cottage was diſtant a mile) 

1 roſe to be gone—Roger bow'd like a ſquire, 
And handed me over the ſtile : 


His arms he threw round me—love lau 4 in his eye, 
He led me the meadows among, 

There preſt me ſo cloſe, I agreed, with a ſigh, 

To wed—for I was not too young. 


DAPHNE: 
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O longer, Daphne, I admire 
The graces in thine eyes; 
Continu'd coyneſs kills defire, 
And famiſh'd paſſion dies. 
Three tedious years I've ſigh'd in vain, 
Nor could my vows prevail ; 


With all the rigours of diſdain, 
You ſcorn'd my amorous tale. 


IT. 
When Celia cry'd, bow ſenſeleſs ſhe, 
That has ſuch vows refus'd ; 
Had Damon giv'n his heart to me, 
It had been kinder us'd. 


The man's a fool that pines and dies; 
Becauſe a woman's coy ; | 
The gentle bliſs that one denies, 
A thouſand will enjoy. 


III. 
Such charming words, ſo void of art, 
Surpriſing rapture gave; 
And tho' the maid ſubdu'd my heart, 
It ceas'd to be a ſlave: - 


T! 


H 


A wretch 


rn ö N. 59 


A wretch condemn'd, ſhall Daphne prove; 
While bleſt without reſtraint, 

In the ſweet calendar of love 

My Celia ftands—a ſaint. 


CC A 0: 0. NM: 
AA STORES 
To the Memory of WiLLIamSHENSTONE, Eſq. 


1 I. 
O ME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
We'll ſee our lov'd Cox DO laid: 
Tho' ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yet let a ſad tribute be paid. 


They call'd him the pride of the plain; 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind! 


He mark'd on his elegant ftrain 
The graces that glow'd in his mind. 


II. 
On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 
That birds in the covert might dwell; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 
But never wou'd rifle their cell. 


ve 
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I. 
AT © longer, Daphne, I admire 
The graces 1n thine eyes ; 
Continu'd coyneſs kills deſire, 
And famiſh'd paſſion dies. 
Three tedious years I've ſigh'd in vain, 
Nor could my vows prevail; 
With all the rigours of diſdain, 
You ſcorn'd my amorous tale. 
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IT. 
When Celia cry'd, how ſenſeleſs ſhe, 
That has ſuch vows refus'd ; 
Had Damon giv'n his heart to me, 
It had been kinder us'd. 


The man's a fool that pines and dies; 
Becauſe a woman's coy; 

The gentle bliſs that one denies, 1 
A thouſand will enjoy. 
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III. 
þ | Such charming words, ſo void of art, Ot 
* Surpriſing rapture gave; | 
; And tho' the maid ſubdu'd my heart, H 
1 It ceas'd to be a ſlave: . 


© wretch 
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: \ wretch condemn'd, ſhall Daphne prove ; 
W While bleſt without reſtraint, 
n the ſweet calendar of love 


My Celia ſtands—a faint. 


A ˙ ß D EA 
Fro the Memory of WILLIAM SHENSTONE, Eſq. 


J. 
OM E, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
| We'll ſee our lov'd Coxypon laid: 
8 Tho' ſorrow may blemith the verſe, 
Let let a ſad tribute be paid. 


They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind ! 
He mark'd on his elegant ſtrain 
The graces that glow'd in his mind, 


II. 
On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 

But never wou'd rifle their cell. 


Ye 


60 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat—and your maſter bemoan; 


His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His manners as mild as your own. 


III. 
No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year. 


No birds in our hedges ſhall ſing, 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 

Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring, 
Salutes the gay ſeaſon no more, 


| IV. 
His Pa1LL1s was fond of his praiſe, 
And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liften'd——they envy'd his lays, 
But which of them equal'd his ſong 


Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain ; 

So give me my Cox DO 's flute, | 

And thus let me break it in twain, 
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DAMON 
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DAMON anv P H O E B E. 


| . 

| W HEN the ſweet roſy morning firſt peep'd 

| from the ſkies, 

A loud ſinging lark bade the villagers riſe ; 

Frhe cowſlips were lively—the primroſes gay, 
And ſhed their beſt perfumes to welcome the May: 

7 he ſwains and their ſweethearts all rang'd on the 
green, 


Did — to Phœbe 


-and hail'd her their Queen. 
. 

Voung Damon ſtep'd forward: he ſung in her praiſe, 

And Phœbe beſtow'd him a garland of bays : 

May this wreathe, ſaid the fair one, dear Lord of my 

vos, 

A crown for true merit, bloom long on \ thy brows : - 


The ſwains and their ſweethearts that dune d on the 
green, 


Approv'd the fond preſent of Phœbe thei Queen. 


III. 
Mongſt lords and fine ladies, we ſhepherds are told, 
The deareſt affections are barter'd for gold; 
That diſcord in wedlock is often their lot, 
While Cupid and Hymen ſhake hands in a cot : 
At the church with fair Phœbe ſince Damon has been, 
He's rich as a Monarch—ſhe's bleſt as a Queen. 
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& Te primum pia thura rogent—te vota ſalutent, 
6c te colat omnis honos.“ 


MAR r. ad Janun 


I. 


O Jaxus, gentle ſhepherds! raiſe a ſhrine: 
His honours be divine! 
And as to mighty PAN with homage bow : 
To him, the virgin troop ſhall tribute bring; 
Let him be hail'd like the green-liveried ſpring, 
Spite of the wint'ry ſtorms that ſtain his brow. 


it, 
The pride, the glowing pageantry of May, 
Glides wantonly away : 
But JANUARY, in his rough-ſpun veſt, 
Boaſts the full bloſſings that can never fade, 
le that gave birth to the illuſtrious maid, 
Whoſe beauties make the BRITISH MonaRca ble! 


Coul 


Ind | 
.* 


Majeſt 
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III. | 
ould the ſoft Spring with all her ſunny ſhowers, | 
The frolic nurſe of flowers! 
Dr flaunting Summer, fluſh'd in ripen'd pride, | 
| Could they produce a finiſh'd ſweet ſo rare: 
Or from his golden ſtores, a gift ſo fair, 
Pey, has the fertile Autumn e'er ſupply'd ? 
bp IV. 
enceforward let the hoary month be gay 
As the white-hawthorn'd May ! 
he laughing goddeſs of the Spring diſown'd, 
Hex roſy wreath ſhall on H1s brows appear, 
Old Ja x us as he leads, ſhall fill the year, 
nd the leſs fruitful AUTUMN be dethron'd. 
V. 

Above the other months ſupremely bleſt, 
Glad IAN us ſtands confeſt ! 
He can behold with retroſpective face 

The mighty bleſſings of the year gone by: 
Where, to connect a Monarch's nuptial tie, 
Alembled ev'ry glory, ev'ry grace! 
VI. 
hen he looks forward on the flatt* ring year, 
The golden hours appear: 
in the ſacred reign of Saturn, fair: 

Britain ſhall prove from this propitious date, 
Her honours perfect, victories complete, 
ind boaſt the brighteſt hopes, a BRITISH Heir, 


N 


Janun 


ng, 


left „ The above little poem was written on ſuppoſition that her 
Coli zeſty's birth-day was really in the month of January, 
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NO COREFYXZ: 1: 0:3 
On the Houſe at MAVIS-BANE, near EDinguggy 


SITUATED IN A GROVEs 


Parva domus! nemeroſa quies l 

Si, tu, quogue noſtris 
Hs ſpitinm „ laribus, ſubſidiumque diu. ö 
Flora tuas ornet poſtes, Pomona que menſas ! 
Conferat ut varias fertilis hortus opes ! 
Et wolucres pictæ cin gentes voce canora, 
Retia ſola canent que fibi tendit amor ! 
Floriſen colles, dulces mihi ſcepe receſſus 
Dent, atque hoſpitibus gaudia plena meis ! 
Concedatgue Deus nunquam, vel ſero ſeneſcas, 
Seraque terrenas experiare wices / 
Integra reddantur que plurima ſecula radant 
Detur, et ut ſenio pulehrior eniteas, 


TH 


L of 1 


THE 


N INSCRIPTION IAMuTITAT EB. 


JRGH 1 


JEACE has explor'd this filvan ſcene, 
| She courts your calm retreat, 
e groves of variegated green, 
That grace my genial feat ! 


ere, in the lap of lenient eaſe, 
(Remote from mad'ning noiſe) 
t me delude a length of days, 
In dear domeſtic joys! 


II. | 

ng may the parent Queen of Flow'rs 
Her fragrance here diſplay ! 

ng may ſhe paint my mantling bow'rs, 
And make my portals gay ! 


or you my yellow gardens, fail 
To ſwell Pomona's hoard ! 


ſhall the plenteous, rich regale— 
Repleniſh, long, my board! 


T HWMVor, LXIX. F Pour 
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Pour through the groves your carols clear, 
Ve birds, nor bondage dread: 


If any toils entangle here, 
*Tis thoſe which Love hath ſpread. 


Where the green hill { gradual ſlants, 
Or flowery glade extends, 

Long may theſe fair, theſe fav'rite ns 
Prove ſocial to my friends! 


LV. 
May you preſerve perpetual bloom, 
My happy halcion ſeat ! 
Or if fell time denounce thy doom, 
Far diſtant be its date! 


And when he makes, with iron rage,, 
Thy youthful pride his prey, 
Long may the honours of thy age 
Be reverenc'd in decay ! 


a NOT 


L 8 


ANOTHER 
SN CEA 137-710 
ON THE SAME HOUSE, 


Hanc in gremio reſonantis ſyluæ 
Apuis, hortis, aviumgqne garritu, 
| Cteriſque ruris honoribus, 
Undique renidentem villam, 
Nou magnificam 
At qualen vides, 


non uperbam ; 


Commodam, mundam, genialem | 
Nature parem, focians artem. 


Sibi, ſuiſque 
Ad vitam placide, 
Et trangquille agendum 
Defignavit, inftruxitque. 
8 
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I. 


N the deep boſom of my grove 
A ſweet receſs ſurvey ! 
Where birds, with elegies of love, 
Make vocal every ſpray. 
A ſylvan ſpot, with woods—with waters crown'd, 
With all the rural honours blooming round ! 


This little, but commodious ſeat 
(Where nature weds with art) 
A'nt to the EYE ſuperbly great, 
Its beauties charm the HEART. 
Here, may the happy founder and his race 
Paſs their full days in harmony and peace! 


CO N- 
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* moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, 


As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, 

gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me—o'er lawns—to her home: 
glow ſheaves from rich CERES her cottage had 
crown'd, 

Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on her floor, 


er caſement, ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod feats at her door, 


II. 

e fate ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 

Freſh fruits ! and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 

hile thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love {lily ſtole into my breaſt! 

told my ſoft wiſhes ; ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 

(Ye virgins, her voice was divine!) 

re rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 

But take me, fond ſhepherd—T'm thine, 


F 3 Her 
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Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek! (T 
So ſimple, yet ſweet, were her charms! hat 
I kifs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her check, | Ar 
And lock'd the dear maid in my arms. 
| Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, th 
Reclin'd pn her boſom, I fink into ſleep, He 
Her 1 image ftill ſoftens my dream, Ve 
1 
Together we range o'er the flow 7 hills, 5 
Delighted with paſtoral views, Te 
Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 1 | 
And point out new themes for my muſe. Sb 
To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, Fo 
Ihe damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
The cottager, PRAc E, is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her ConTexT, E. 
He 
f De 
„ and PHILLIS: 
5 „ PT OAK Kk H 
I, 6c 
H ER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe by the grove, . 7: 


To hide from the rigours of day ; 
And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 


Among the freſh violets lay : 
A young- 
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\ youngling, it ſeems, had been ſtole from its dam, : 
(Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) ; 
rat Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 

| Arrive at this critical ſpot. 


II. 
\; through the gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 
He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurprize; 
ve Gods, if fo killing,” he cry'd, os whe ſhe 
«« ſleeps, 
« I'm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes! 
Jo tarry much longer would hazard ard heart, 
I'll onwards, my lambkin to trace: 


1 vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love had him nail'd to the place. 


III. 


Huſh, huſh'd be theſe birds, what a bawling they 

ic keep!” 

He cry'd, “ you're too loud on the ſpray, 

Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer' s 
«« aſleep; 

« You'll wake her as ſure as *tis day : 

„How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet 
maid |! 

“Her cheek he miſtakes for the roſe ; 

' I'd pat him to death, if I was not afraid 

** My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


rove, 


ung- 
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1 | 

Young Phillis Iook'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, © you miſtake; 

te J laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a while, 

„ But truſt me, have ftill been awake: 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 

He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her ſide, 


alf b. 
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And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, Of! 
But yeſterday made her his bride. lunge 
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“ Aſpice murorum moles, præruptaque ſaxa !“ 
. Janus ViTaLiy 


«© Omnia, tempus edax depaſcitur, omnia carpit.” 
SENECA, 


J. 
1 N the full proſpect yonder hill commands, 
O'er barren heaths, and cultivated plains; 
The veſtige of an ancient abbey ſtands, 
Cloſe by a ruin'd caſtle's rude remains, 


. 


II. 
alf buried, there, lie many a broken buſt, 
And obeliſk, and urn, o'erthrown by TIME; 
nd many a cherub, there, deſcends in duſt 
From the rent roof, and portico ſublime. 
III. 
he rivulets, oft frighted at the ſound 
Of fragments, tumbling from the tow'rs on high, 
Junge to their ſource 1n ſecret caves profound, 
Leaving their banks and pebbly bottoms dry. 
1 „ 
Where rev'rend ſhrines in gothic grandeur ſtood, 
| The nettle, or the nox10us night-ſhade ſpreads ; 
ind aſhlings, wafted from the neighb'ring wood, 
| Thro' the worn turrets wave their trembling heads, 
V. 
There Contemplation, to the crowd unknown, 
| Her attitude compos'd, and aſpect ſweet ! 
its muſing on a monumental ſtone, 
And points to the MEeMENTo at her feet. 
VI. 
doon as ſage ev'ning check'd day's ſunny pride, 
| left the mantling ſhade in moral mood; 
ind ſeated by the maid's ſequeſter'd fide, 
| digh'd, as the mould'ring monuments I view'd. 
VII. 
Inexorably calm, with ſilent pace 
Here TI ME has paſs d What ruin marks his way! 
is pile, now crumbling o'er its hallow'd baſe, 
Turn'd not his ſtep, nor could his courſe delay, 
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Religion rais'd her ſupplicating eyes ww let 
In vain; and Melody her ſong ſublime : Neat 
In vain, Philoſophy, with max1ms wiſe, or CO 
Would touch the cold unfeeling heart of Tixz, Hor { 
IX. 
Yet the hoar tyrant, tho* not mov'd to ſpare, he rel 
Relented when he ſtruck its finiſh'd pride; Whe 
And partly the rude ravage to repair, ow n, 
The tott'ring tow'rs with twiſted ivy tyd. And 
X. | 
How ſolemn is the cell o'ergrown with moſs, ear th 
That terminates the view, yon cloiſter'd way! The 
In the cruſh'd wall, a time-corroded croſs, «frac 
Religion like, ſtands mould'ring in decay ! The 
XI. 
Where the mild ſun, thro? ſaint-encypher'd glaſs, bl w. 
Illum'd with mellow light yon duſky iſle, His 1 
Many rapt hours might Meditation paſs, hat h. 
Slow moving 'twixt the pillars of the pile! And 
X11. 
And Piety, with myſtic-meaning beads, 10 to 
Bowing to ſaints on every fide inurn'd, And 


Trod oft the ſolitary path that leads 
Where now the ſacred altar lies o'erturn'd ! 


X111. 
Thro' the grey grove, between thoſe with'ring trees, 
Moᷣyngſt a rude group of monuments, appears 
A marble- imag'd matron on her knees, 
Half waſted, like a Niobe in tears : 
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IVV. 
ww levell'd in the duſt her darling's laid! 


or could maternal piety diſſuade, 
Or ſoften the fell tyrant of the tomb. 


XV. 
he relics of a mitred ſaint may reſt, 


ow nameleſs as the croud that kiſs'd his veſt, 
and crav'd the benediction of his hands. 

XVI. On 
ar the brown arch, redoubling yonder gloom, 
The bones of an illuſtrious Chieftain lie; 
;trac'd among the fragments of his tomb, 
The trophies of a broken Fame imply. 

XVII. | 

|! what avails, that o'er the vaſſal plain, 
lis rights and rich demeines extended wide! 
hat honour and her knights compos'd his train, 
And chivalry ftood marſhal'd by his ſide ! 
XVIII, 
0 to the clouds his caſtle ſeem'd to climb, 
and frown'd: defiance on the deſperate foe ; 


level'd the fabric, as the founder, low. 
XIX. 


il where Society ſat ſweetly crown'd, 


emal Solitude has fix'd her cell. 


Neath pitied not the pride of youthful bloom; 


0 deem'd invincible, the conqueror, TIME, 


ere the light lyre gave many a ſoft'ning ſound, 
Ravens and rooks, the birds of diſcord, dwell ; 


"5 


Where, mould'ring in the niche, his ſtatue ſtands; 
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Can the deep ſtateſman, ikill'd in great deſign, 
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XX. . 
The lizard, and the lazy lurking bat, WE Or 
Inhabit now, perhaps, the painted room, err 


Where the ſage matron and her maidens ſat, 
Sweet-ſinging at the ſilver- working loom. 
XXI. 
The traveller's bewilder'd on a waſte; 
And the rude winds inceſſant ſeem to roar, 
Where, in his groves with arching arbours grac'd, 
Young lovers often ſigh'd in days of yore. 


XXII.. e 

His . that led the limpid tide a 

To pure canals, a chryſtal cool ſupply ! oon 

In the deep duſt their barren beauties hide: 1 
Time's thirſt, unquenchable, has drain'd them dn! 

XXIII. 1 


Tho' his rich hours in revelry were ſpent, 
With Comus, and the laughter-loving crew ; 
And the {weet brow of beauty {till unbent, 
Erighten'd his fleecy moments as they flew : 
XX1V. | 
Fleet are the fleecy moments! fly they muſt ; 
Not to be ſtay'd by maſque or midnight roar! 
Nor ſhall a pulſe among that mould'ring duſt 
Beat wanton at the ſmiles of Beauty more ! 
d 


Protract, but for a day, precarious breath ?- 
Or the tun'd follower of the ſacred Nine 
Sooth, with his melody, infatiate death! 
No= 
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= XXV1. 

; N o Tho' the palace bar her golden gate, 
or monarchs plant ten thouſand guards around; 
Ynerring, and unſeen, the ſhaft of fate 
Strikes the devoted victim to the ground! 

5 XXVII. 

bat then avails Ambition's wide ſtretch'd wing, 
W The Schoolman's page, or pride of Beauty's bloom! 
I he crape-clad hermit, and the rich-rod'd king, 

W Level'd, lie mix'd promiſcuous in the tomb. 

A XXVIII. EE 

L he Macedonian monarch, wiſe and good, 

Bade, when the morning's roſy reign began, 

. d ourtiers ſhould call, as round his couch they ſtood, 
; « PHIL IF! remember, thou'rt no more than man. 
| XXIX. | 

Tho' glory ſpread thy name from pole to pole: 

« 'Tho' thou art merciful, and brave, and juſt ; 
PHILIP, reflect, thou'rt poſting to the goal, 
Where mortals mix in undiſtinguiſh'd duſt !”? 

OE + + 6 

Bo SALADIN, for arts and arms renown'd, 

(Egypt and Syria's wide domains ſubdu'd) 
Returning with imperial triumphs crown'd, 

8 d12h'd, when the periſhable pomp he view'd: 

| XXXI. 

And as he rode, high in his regal car, 

In all the purple pride of conqueſt dreſt; 

onſpicuous, o'er the trophies gain'd in war, 


| Plac'd, pendent on a ſpear, his burial veſt : 
| While 


ww 
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XXXII. 
While thus the herald cry'd—““ This ſon of power, 
„This SALADIN, to whom the nations bow'd, 
« May, in the ſpace of one revolving hour, 
«« Boaft of no other ſpoil but yonder ſhroud !” 
XXX111, Tu 
Search where Ambition rag'd, with rigour ſteel d, 
Where Slaughter, like the rapid lightning, ran; 
And ſay, while memory weeps the blood-ſtain'd fel 3 
Where lies the chief, and where the common mai 
| XXXIV. 
Vain then are pyramids, and motto'd ſtones, 
And monumental trophies rais'd on high ! 4 
For Tims confounds them with the crumbling bone 
That mix'd in haſty graves unnotic'd he. 
A. 
Reſts not beneath the turf the peaſant's head, 
Soft as the lord's, beneath the labour'd tomb? 
Or ſleeps one colder, in his cloſe clay bed, 
Than t'other in the wide vault's dreary womb! 
XXXVI. 
Hither, let Luxusy lead her looſe-rob'd train; 
Here flutter PRIDE, on purple-painted wings: 
And from the moral proſpect learn how vain 
The with, that ſighs for ſublunary things! 
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I E that Love hath never try'd, 


Nor had Cupid for his guide, 
Cannot bit the paſſage right 
To the palace of delight. 


II. 

What are honours, regal wealth, 
Florid youth, and roſy health? 
Without Love his tribute brings, 
Impotent, unmeaning things! 


III. 
Gentle ſhepherds, perſevere, 
Still be tender, ſtill ſincere; 
Love and Time, united, do 
Wonders, if the heart be true. 
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5: Wy 
AIL! (with eternal beauty bleſt! 
O'er heav'n and earth ador'd !) 
Hail, Venus! *Tis thy flave's requeſt, 
Her peace may be reſtor'd : 
Break the fond bonds, remove the rankling ſmart, 
And bid thy tyrant ſon from Sappho's ſoul depart, 


IT. 
Once you deſcended, Queen of Love, 
At Sappho's bold deſire, 
From the high roofs of ſacred Jove, 
Thy ever glorious fire! 
I ſaw thy duſky pinion'd ſparrows bear 
Thy chariot, rolling, light, thro' the rejoicing air. 


III. 
No tranſient viſit you deſign'd, 
Your wanton birds depart; 
And with a look, divinely kind, 
'That ſooth'd my flutt'ring heart : 
« Sappho, ſay you, What ſorrow breaks thy reſt? 


% How can I give relief to thy conflicting breaſt ? 
« | 


. 
. 
« Is there a youth ſeverely coy, 
« My fav'rite would ſubdue ? 
% Or has ſhe loſt ſome wand'ring boy, 
« To plighted vows untrue ? 
| Spread thy ſoft nets, the rambler ſhall return, 


And with new lighted flames, more fond, more 
„ fiercely burn. 


V. | 
« Thy proffer'd gifts tho' he deride, 
« And ſcorn thy glowing charms, 
« Soon ſhall his every art be try d 
« To win thee to his arms: 
BS Tho' he be now as cold as virgin ſnow, 


The victim, in his turn, ſhall like rous'd Etna 
66 glow.” 


pM 


VI. | 
Thee, Goddeſs, I again invoke, 
Theſe mad defires remove! 
Again I've felt the furious ſtroke 
5 Of irreſiſtleſs Love: 
1 id gentle peace to Sappho's breaſt return, 
Pr make the youth ſhe loves with mutual ardour burn, 
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81 wove with wanton care, 
Fillets for a virgin's hair, 
Culling for my fond deſign, 


What the fields had freſh and fine: 
Curip,—and I mark'd him well, 
Hid him in a cowſhp bell; 

While he plum'd a pointed dart, 


Fated to inflame the heart. 


Glowing with malicious joy, 


Sudden I ſecur'd the boy; 


And, regardleſs of his cries, 
Bore the little frighted prize 
Where the mighty goblet ſtood, 
Teeming with a roſy flood. 


Urchin, in my rage I cry'd, 
What avails thy ſaucy pride ? 
From thy buſy vengeance free, 
Triumph now belongs to me! 


Thus I drown thee in my cup; 


Thus—in wine I drink thee up. 


15 
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Fatal was the nectar'd draught 
That to murder Love I quaff d, 
O'er my boſom's fond domains, 
Now the cruel tyrant reigns : 

On my heart's moſt tender ſtrings, 
Striking with his wanton wings 
I'm for ever doom'd to prove 
All the inſolence of love. 
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| ELL me, ſaid I, my beauteous Dov 
(If an ambaſſadreſs from Love) 
rell me, on what ſoft errand ſent, 

Thy gentle flight is this way bent? 


Ambroſial ſweets thy pinions ſhed 
As in the quivering breeze they ſpread ! 


A meſſage, ſays the bird, TI bear 
From fond Anacreon to the fair ; 
A virgin of celeſtial grace! 

The Venus of the human race! 


Fata 8 2 | | M e, 
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Me, for an hymn, or amorous ode, 
The Paphian Venus once beſtow'd 
To the ſweet bard ; for whom I'd fly 
Vnwearied to the fartheſt ſky. 


Thro' the ſoft air he bade me glide, 
(See, to my wing his billet's ty'd) 
And told me, *twas his kind decree, 
When I return'd, to ſet me free. 


Twould prove me but a ſimple bird 
To take Anacreon at his word : 
Why ſhould I hide me in the wood, 
Or ſearch for my precarious food, 
When I've my maſter's leave to ſtand 
Cooing upon his friendly hand; 
When I can be profuſely fed 
With crumbs of his ambroſial bread, 
And welcom'd to his nectar bowl, 
Sip the rich drops that fire the ſoul ; 
Till in fantaſtic rounds I ſpread 
My fluttering pinions o'er his head: 


Or if he ſtrike the trembling wire, 
J perch upon my fav'rite lyre ; 
Till lulPd into luxuriant reſt, 
Sleep ſteals upon my raptur'd breaſt, 


Go, ſtranger—to your huſineſs—go, 
I've told you all you wiſh'd to know : 
Go, ſtranger, —and I think you'll ſay, 
This prattling Dove's an arrant Jay. 
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Muſic calls us to delight: 
See the maids in meaſures move, 
Winding like the maze of love. 


As they mingle, madly gay, 
Sporting Hebe leads the way. 


g H ARK ! the ſpeaking ſtrings invite, 
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On each glowing cheek is ſpread, 
Roſy Cupid's native red ; 
And from ev'ry ſparkling eye, 
Pointed darts at random fly. 
Love, and active YouTH, advance 
Foremoſt in the ſprightly dance. 


As the magic numbers riſe, 
Through my veins the poiſon flies ; 
Raptures, not to be expreſt, 
Revel in my throbbing breaſt. 
Jocund as we beat the ground, 
Lovs and Harmony go round. 
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Every maid (to crown his bliſs) 
Gives her youth a roſy kiſs; 
Such a kiſs as might inſpire 
Thrilling raptures—ſoft defire : 
Such Adonis might receive, 

Such the Queen of Beauty gave, 


When the conquer'd Goddeſs ftrove 


(In the conſcious myrtle grove) 
To inflame the boy with love. 


Let not Pride our ſports reſtrain, 
Baniſh hence the Prude, DisDarn! 
Think—ye virgins, if you're coy, 
Think—ye rob yourſelves of joy ; 
Every moment you refuſe, 


So much extaſy you loſe : 


Think—how faſt theſe moments fly : 


If you ſhould too long deny, 


Love and Beauty both will die, 
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W HY did I with Love engage! 
Why provoke his mighty rage! 


True it is the wand'ring child, 
Miet me with an aſpect mild, 


CUNNINGHAM'S POEMS, 


N. 


And 


— 2 — 1 + mw 


„ Dat ö . If 


N, 


AN AC R E ON. 87 


And beſought me like a friend, 
At his gentle ſhrine to bend. 
True, from my miſtaken pride, 
Due devotion was deny'd, 


Till (becauſe I would not yield) 


Cupid dar'd me to the field, 


Now I'm in my armour claſp'd, 
Now the mighty lance is graſp'd, 
But an Achileian ſpear 
Would be ineffectual here, 

While the poiſon'd arrows fly 
Hot, as lightning from the ſky. 


Wounded, thro' the woods I run, 
Follow'd ftill by Beauty's fon, _ 
Arrows in malignant ſhowers, 

Still the angry urchin pours; 
Till exhauſting all his ſtore, 
(When the quiver yields no more) 
See the God—a living dart, 

Shoots Yimſelf into my heart. 


Freedom I muſt, now, reſign, 
Victory, oh Love, is thine! 
What can outward actions win 


When the battle burns within! 
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F. me that capacious cup, 
< Fill it, to the margin up; 
From my veins the thirſty day 
Quaffs the vital ſtrength away. 
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Let a wreath my temples ſhield, 
Freſh from the enamell'd field ; 
Theſe declining roſes bow, 
Blaſted by my ſultry brow. 


Flowrets, by their friendly aid, 

From the Sunbeams form a ſhade: 
Let me from my heart require, 

(Glowing with intenſe deſire) 


Is there, in the deepeſt grove, 
Shelter from the Bzams of Love? 
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OON as ſummer glads the ſæy, 

Hither, gentle bird, you fly; 
And with golden ſunſhine bleſt, 
Build your pretty plaſter'd neſt. 


When the ſeaſons ceaſe to ſmile, 
(Wing'd for Memphis or the Nile) 
Charming bird, you diſappear 
Till the kind ſucceeding year. 


Like the Swallow, Love, depart ! 
Reſpite for a while my heart, 


No, he'll never leave his neſt, 
Tyrant tenant of my breaſt ! 
There a thouſand WIs RES try 
On their callow wings to fly ; 
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There you may a thouſand tell, 
Pertly peeping thro? the ſhell : 
In a ſtate unfiniſh'd, riſe 
Thouſands of a ſmaller ſize. 


Till their noiſy chirpings ceaſe, 
Never ſhall my heart have peace. 


Feather'd ones the younglings feed, 
*Till mature they're fit to breed; 
Then, to ſwell the crowded ſtore, 
They produce their thouſands more: 
Nor can mighty numbers count 
In my breaſt their vaſt amount. 
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Portrait, at my Lord's command, 
Compleated by a curious hand 
For dabblers in the nice Vertu 
His Lordſhip ſet the piece to view, 
Bidding their Connoiſſeurſhips tell, 
Whether the work was finiſh'd well. 
Why—ſays the loudeſt, on my word, 
"Tis not a Lilengſi, good my Lord; 
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Z Nor, to be plain, for ſpeak 1 muſt, 
Can I pronounce one feature juſt. 
* Another effort ſtrait was made, 
Another portraiture eſſay'd; 
W The judges were again beſought, 
bpach to deliver what he thought. 
Worſe than the firſt the critics bawl; 
W © what a mouth! how monſtrous {mall ! 
34 Look at the cheeks—how lank and thin! 
be See, what a molt prepoſt'rous chin! 
2 | After remonſtrance made 1n vain, 
u, ſays the painter, once again, 
f my good Lord vouchſafes to fit) 
ry for a more ſucceſsful hit: 
I you'll to-morrow deign to call, 
BW We'll have a piece to pleaſe you all. 
W To-morrow comes—a picture's plac'd 
Beſore thoſe ſpurious ſons of taſte 
In their opinions all agree, 
; This is the vileſt of the three. 
W © Know—to confute your envious pride, 
W (His Lordſhip from the canvas cry'd) 
Know that it is my real face, 
Phere you could no reſemblance trace: 
'e try'd you by a lucky trick, 
And prov'd your GENIus to the quick. 
Void of all judgment juſtice — ſenſe, 
** Out—ye pretending varlets hence.“ 

The Connoiſſeurs depart in haſte, 

Deſpis d detected and diſgrac'd. 


THE 


A . 


Witch, that from her ebon chair, 
Could hurl deſtruction thro' the air, 
Or, at her all commanding will, 
Make the tumultuous ocean ſtill: 
Once, by an incantation fell, 
(As the recording Druids tell) 
Pluck'd the round moon, whoſe radiant light 
Silver'd the ſober noon of night, 
From the domain ſhe held above, 
Down to a dark, infernal grove. 


Give me, the Goddeſs cry'd, a cauſe, 
Why you diſturb my ſacred laws ? 
Look at my train, —yon wand'ring hoſt ! 
See how the trembling ſtars are loſt! 
Thro' the celeſtial regions wide, 
Why do they range without a guide! 
Chaos, from our confuſion, may 


Hope for his old deteſted ſway. 


an, ſays the Witch, ſeverely croſt, 
Wow that my fav'rite Squirrel's loft : 
ch for I'll have creation torn, 
WW! not found before the morn. 


q Soon as the impious charge was giv'n— 
n the tremendous ſtores of heaven, 
Por with a bolt— revengeful !——red ! 
Fuck the deteſted monſter dead. 


lf there are ſlaves to pity bl ind, 

; With power enough to plague mankind, 

| a that for their own nefarious ends, 

read upon Freedom and her Friends, 
Wet 'em beware the WiTcHn's fate! 

hen their preſumption's at the height, 
ob will his angry powers aſſume, 

ad che curs'd miſcreants meet their doom. 
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O travel far as the wide world extends, 
Seeking for objects that deſerv'd their care, 

Nirtue ſet forth, with two ſelected {riends, 

Talent refin'd, and Reputation fair. 

['n | 


As 
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As they went on, in their intended round, 
Talent firſt ſpoke, « My gentle comrades, ſay, 
« Where each of you may probably be found, 
« Should Accident divide us on the way. 


« If torn (ſhe added) from my lov'd allies, 
« A friendly patronage I hope to find, 

«« Where the fine arts from cultivation riſe, 
« And the ſweet muſe hath harmonized manking" 


Says Virtue, Did Sincerity appear, 
« Or meck-cy'd Charity among the great; 


« Could I find courtiers from corruption clear, nt 
« *Tis among theſe I'd ſeek for my retreat, Wd 

« Could I find patriots, for the public weal | 4 hel! 
„ Aſſiduous, and without their felfiſh views; We {\ 


« Could I find prieſts of undiſſembled zeal, 
„is among thoſe my reſidence I'd chuſe. 


In glitt'ring domes let Luxury reſide; 

« |] muſt be found in ſome ſequeſter d cell, 
«« Far from the paths of avarice or pride, 

«« Where home-bred happineſs delights to dwell.” 


«© Ye may be trac'd, my gentle friends, tis true, 
« But who (ſays Reputation) can explore 
„ My lipp'ry ſteps: Keep, keep me in your view, 
Lin once loft, you'll never find me more. „ 


THE 


| 95 1 
3} 
THE 


osx any BUTTERPLY: 
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WA T day's early dawn a gay Butterfly ſpied 

1A budding young Roſe, and he wiſh'd her his 
bride : 

Wh: bluſh'd when ſhe heard him his paſſion declare, 

ad tenderly told him—he need not deſpair. 


eir faith was ſoon plighted, as lovers will do, 
WW: {wore to be conſtant, ſhe vow'd to be true. 

2 | z . | 
bad not been prudent to deal with delay, 
be bloom of a roſe paſſes quickly away, 
Id the pride of a butterfly dies in a day, 


hen wedded, away the wing'd gentleman hies, 
rom flow'ret to flow'ret he wantonly flies; 

Wor did he reviſit his bride, till the ſun 

lad leſs than one-fourth of his journey to run. 


The Roſe thus reproach'd him—* Already ſo cold! 

How feign'd, O you falſe one, the paſſion you told! 

'Tis an age ſince you left me:“ She meant a few 
hours ; 

at ſuch we'll ſuppoſe the fond language of flowers: 

| I ſaw 
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I ſaw when you gave the baſe violet a kiſs: 
© How—how could you ſtoop to a meanneſs like thi 
© Shall a low, little wretch, whom we Roſes deſpiſe 
Find favour, O love! in my Butterfly's eyes? 

On a tulip, quite tawdry, I ſaw your fond rape, 4 
Nor yet could the pitiful primroſe eſcape: | 
© Dull daffodils too, were with ardour addreſs'd, 
And poppies, ill-icented, you kindly careſs'd,” 


The coxcomb was piqu'd, and reply'd with a ſneer, 

That you're firſt to complain, I commend you, m 
dear! 

But know, from your conduct my maxims I drew, 

And if I'm inconſtant, I copy from you. 


I ſaw the boy Zephirus rifle your charms, 
I ſaw how you ſimper'd and ſmil'd in his arms; 
The honey-bee kiſs'd you, you cannot diſown, 
You favour'd beſides - O diſhonour !—a drone; 
Yet worſe—'tis a crime that you muſt not deny, 
Your ſweets were made common, falſe Roſe, to 
0: By. 
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This law, long ago, did Love's Providence make, 
That ev'ry Coquet ſhould be curs'd with a Rake. 


1 
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SHEEP anD THE BRAMBLE< BUSH: 
rn. 


Thick-twiſted brake, in the time of a ſtorm, 
Seem'd kindly to cover a ſheep: 

so ſnug, for a while, he lay ſhelter'd and warm, 
It quietly ſooth'd him aſleep, 


The clouds are now ſcatter'd — the winds are at 
| peace 3: N 
The ſheep to his paſture inclin'd : 
But ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat 1s left forfeit behind, 


to 


My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 
Conſider before you get in; 


Tho' judgement and ſentence are paſs'd on your 
fide, | 


By Jove, you'll be fleec'd to the ſkin, 


Vor. LXIx. H THE 
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A FABLE 


HE Fox and the Cat, as they travell'd one day, 
| With moral diſcourſes cut ſhorter the way : 
© *Tis great (ſays the Fox) to make juſtice our guide! 
How godlike is mercy !* Grimalkin reply'd. 


Whilſt thus they proceeded, a Wolf from the wood, 
Impatient of hunger, and thirſting for blood, 
Ruſh'd forth—as he ſaw the dull ſhepherd aſleep, 
And ſeiz'd for his ſupper an innocent Sheep. 

In vain, wretched victim, for mercy you bleat, 
When mutton's at hand, (ſays the Wolf) I muſt eat. 


Grimalkin's aſtoniſh'd,—the Fox ſtood aghaſt, 
To ſee the fel] beaſt at his bloody repaſt. 
What a wretch, (ſays the Cat)—'tis the vileſt of 

«© brutes : 

© Does he feed upon fleſh, when there's herbage, 
0 and roots ?* 

Cries the Fox—* While our oaks give us acorns ſo good, 


* What a tyrant is this, to ſpill innocent blood ? 
us Well 
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Well, onward they march'd, and they moraliz'd ſtill, 
Wl they came where ſome poultry pick'd chaff by a 
I mill ; 

1 Reynard ſurvey'd them with gluttonous eyes, 

E nd made (ſpite of morals) a pullet his prize. 


A Mouſe too, that chanc'd from her covert to ſtray, 


3 he greedy Grimalkin ſecur'd as her ps 


A Spider that ſat in her wes on the wall, 
3 WPerceiv'd the poor victims, and pity'd their fall; 
Jay, WS he eryd—* Of ſuch murders how guiltleſs am I! 


of 
3s 


0 ran to regale on a new taken fly. "= 
de! 0 
Mon 4 1. 1 
00d, he faults of our neighbours with freedom we blame, 4 
4 put tax not ourſelves, tho' we practiſe the ſame. Fl 
at, 1 
H E˙ ́ MT E. N. * 
a | 
N HEN Chloe, with a bluſh comply'd, Ml 
To be the fond Nicander's bride, 4 
His wild imagination ran 19 
ge, | | 7 \ 
On raptures never known by man. 4 
How high the tides of fancy ſwell, 4 
xl, E . is il 
xpreſaon muſt deſpair to tell. | | 
. H 2 A painter 41 
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A painter call'd, ——Nicander cries, 

« Deſcending from the radiant ſkies, 

Draw me a bright, a beauteous boy, 

«« The herald of connubial joy! 

Draw him with all peculiar care, 

« Make him beyond Adonis fair ; 

4 Give to his cheeks a roſeate hue, 

«© Let him have eyes of heav'nly blue, 

Lips ſoft'ning in nectarious dew ; 

« A luftre o'er his charms diſplay, 

«« More glorious than the beams of day. 

« Expect, Sir, if you can ſucceed, 

«« A premium for a Prince indeed.“ 


His talents ſtreight the painter try'd, 
And ere the nuptial knot was ty'd, 
A picture in the nobleſt taſte 

Before the fond Nicander plac'd. 


The lover thus arraign'd his ſkill, 
« Your execution's monſtrous ill! 
A different form my fancy made; 
* You're quite a bungler at the trade. 
« Where is. the robe's luxuriant flow? 
«« Where is the cheek's celeſtial glow ? 
«« Where are the looks ſo fond and free ? 
% *Tis not an Hymen, Sir, for me.“ 


The painter bow'da-arith this reply, 
” My colours an't, your Honour, dry ; | ” 
5 1 « Wha 


. We 


« When time has mellow'd ev'ry tint, 

3 « 'Twill pleaſe you—or the deuce is in't: 
I'll watch the happy change, and then 

J „ Attend you with my piece again.“ 


nn a few months the painter came 
with a performance—(ftill the fame :} 


Take it away,” —the huſband cry'd, 

: {« have repeated cauſe to chide : 

N Sir, you ſhould all exceſſes ſnun; 

. This is a picture overdone ! 

W « There's too much ardour in that eye, 3 
he tincture on the cheeks too high! 

3 The robes have a laſcivious play, 

he attitude's too looſely gay. 

Friend, on the whole, this piece, for me, 
Is too luxuriant—far too free.“ 


Ihe painter thus“ The faults you find 
Are form'd in your capricious mind; 
Io paſſion a devoted ſlave, 

The firſt directions, Sir, you gave; 
Poſſeſſion has repell'd the flame, 

Nor left a ſentiment the ſame. 


| © My picture is deſign'd to prove 
The changes of precarious love. 


“On the next ſtair- caſe rais'd on high, 
* Regard it with a curious eye; l 
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« As to the firſt ſteps you proceed, 

„ *Tis an accompliſh'd piece indeed! 

*« But as you mount ſome paces higher, 
« Is there a grace that don't expire?“ 


So various is the human mind, 
Such are the frailties of mankind, 
What at a diſtance charm'd our eyes, 
After attainment—droops—and dies. 


& $0400 Þ-2: . 
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J. 
OVE and his ſenators, in ſage debate 
For Man's felicity, were ſettling laws, 
When a rude roar that ſhook the ſacred gate, 
Turn'd their attention to enquire the cauſe, 


| IT, 
A long-ear'd wretch, the loudeſt of his race, 
In the rough garniture of grief array'd, 
Came brawling to the high imperial place, 
« Let me have juſtice, Juri ER I he bray d. 
« ] am 
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I am an Aſs, of innocence allow'd 
| «<< The type, yet Fox TVN; perſecutes me ſtill; 
„ While foxes, wolves, and all the murd'ring crowd, 
| <« Beneath her patronage can rob and kill. 
23 IV. 
E « The pamper'd horſe (he never toil'd ſo hard!) 
„ Fayour and friendſhip from his owner finds ; 
or endleſs diligence, —(a rough reward !) 
= «© I'm cudgel'd by a race of paltry hinds. 
E | \ 
On wretched provender compell'd to feed! 
pe rugged pavement ev'ry night my bed! 
Por me, dame Fox rut never yet decreed 
= < The gracious comforts of a well-thatch'd ſhed. 
Y VI. 
Rough and unſeemly's my irreverent hide! 
Where can I viſit, thus uncouthly dreft ? 
= © That outſide elegance the dame deny'd, 
« For which her fav'rites are too oft careſs'd. 
OO. VII. 
« Toſuff 'ring virtue, ſacred Jove, be kind! 
= © From FoxTuNe's tyranny pronounce me free! 
« She's a deceiver if ſhe ſays ſhe's blind, 
* dhe ſees, propitiouſly ſees all—but me.“ 
Vim; - 
The plaintiff could articulate no more : E 
His boſom heav'd a moſt tremendous groan ! 
The race of long ear'd wretches join'd the roar, | 
Till Jovs ſeem'd tott'ring on his high-built throne. 
H 4 The 
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IX. 
The Monarch, with an all-commanding ſound, 
(Deepen'd like thunder thro? the rounds of ſpace 
Gave order, — That dame Fox ru xe ſhould be found 
To anſwer, as ſhe might, the plaintiff's caſe, 
| X, 
Soldiers and citizens, a ſeemly train! 
And lawyers and phyſicians, ſought her cell: 
With many a ſchoolman — But their ſearch was vain: 
Few can the reſidence of Fox TUNE tell. 


XI. 
Where the wretch Avarice was wont to hide 


His gold, his emeralds, and rubies rare 

*Twas rumour'd that dame FoxTune did reſide, 
And Jove's ambaſſadors were poſted there. 
XII, 

Meagre and wan, in tatter'd garments dreſt, 

A feeble porter at the gate they found : 
Doubled with wretchedneſs—with age diſtreſt, 

And on his wrinkled forehead Famine frown'd, 


XIII. 
% Mortals avaunt, (the trembling ſpectre cries) 
% Fre you invade thoſe ſacred haunts, beware! 
« To guard Lord Avarice from rude ſurprize, 
« I am the centinel—my name is Care. 
XIV. 
% Doubts, Diſappointments, Anarchy of mind, 
„ 'Theſe are the ſoldiers that ſurround his hall: 
And ev'ry Fury that can laſh mankind, 


Rage, Rancour, and Revenge attend his call, 
% Fo- 
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3 | XV. | 5 
. toxruxt's gone forth, you ſeek a wand'ring dame, 
4 A ſettled reſidence the harlot ſcorns : 
W.. Curſe on ſuch viſitants, ſhe never came, 
„ But with a cruel hand ſhe ſcatter'd thorns ! 
o the green vale, yon ſhelt'ring hills ſurround, 
Co forward, you'll arrive at Wiſdom's cell: 
would you be taught where Fox r uN may be found, 
None can direct your anxious ſearch ſo well.“ 
4 XVII. 
forward they went, o'er many a dreary ſpot: 
3 | (Rough was the road, as if untrod before) 
Till from the caſement of a low-roof d cot _ 
© Wiſdom perceiv'd them, and unbarr'd her door. 
3 I XVIII. 5 
Wisdom, (ſhe knew of Fox ru NE but the name) 
Gave to their queſtions a ſerene reply: 
& « Hither, (ſhe ſaid) if e'er that Goddeſs came, 
I ſaw her not—ſhe paſs'd unnotic'd by. 
a XIX. 
Abroad with Contemplation oft I roam, 
And leave to Poverty my humble cell: 
W © She's my domeſtic, never ſtirs from home, 
If FokTUNE has been here, 'tis ſhe can tell. 
8 
The matron eyes us from yon mantling ſhade, 

And ſee her ſober footſteps this way bent! 
* Mark by her fide a little roſe-lipp'd maid, 

is my young daughter, and her name's Content.“ 
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XXI. 
As Poverty advanc'd with lenient grace, 
« Fox TUNE (ſhe cry'd) hath never yet been hey 
But Hope, a gentle neighbour of this place, IF 
Tells me, her highneſs may, in time, appear, Wi 
EY To, = 
«« Felicity, no doubt, adorns their lot, 
« On whom her golden bounty beams divine! 
Vet tho' ſhe never reach our ruſtic cot, 
« Patience will viſit us—we ſha'n't repine:“ 
XXIII. 
After a vaſt (but unavailing) round, 
The meſſengers returning in deſpair, 
On an kigh hill a fairy manſion found, 3 
And hop'd the Goddeſs, Fox r ux, might be thi 
XXIV. ; 
The dome, fo glitt'ring, it amaz'd the fight, 
(Twas adamant, with gems encruſted o'er) 


Had not a caſement to admit the light, He 
Nor could Jove's deputies deſcry the door. air 
. XXV. II 

But eager to conclude a tedious chace, | 
And anxious to return from whence they came, „ D. 
Thrice they invok'd the Genius of the place, | << 
Thrice utter'd, awfully, Joy e's ſacred name. If 
XXVI. 8 

As Echo from the hill announc'd high Jovx, 

Illuſion and her fairy dome withdrew: FT 
(Like the light miſts by early ſunbeams drove) f 
And FokxTune ſtood reveal'd to public view. L 
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XXVII. 

3 for that happineſs high courts deny'd, 

| To this receptacle dame FokTUNE ran: 
When harraſs'd, it was here ſhe us'd to hide, 
From the wild ſuits of diſcontented Man. 


XXVIII. 


WP roftrate, the delegates their charge declare, 


(Happy t the courtier that ſalutes her feet!) 


WF ozrux: receiv'd them with a flatt'ring 5 
Aud join'd them 'till they reach'd Jovx's judgment 


ſeat. 
XXIX. 


len of all ranks at that illuſtrious place 
3 | Were gather'd ; tho' from diff*rent motives keen: 
I lany-—to ſee dame Foxruxz's radiant face, 

Many by radiant FoxTuNs to be ſeen. 


XXX. 


Boys ſmil'd, as on a fav'rite he eſteems, 


He gave her, near his own, a golden ſeat : 


air FoxTUNE's an adventurer, it ſeems, 


+, = 


The deities themſelves are glad to greet. 
XXX. 


XXXII. 


None of that ſpecies ever Iik'd his lot. 
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Daughter, (ſays J ur Ir ER) you're ſore accus'd! 
E | © Clamour inceſſantly reviles your name! 
If by the rancour of that wretch abus'd, 

* Be confident, and vindicate your fame. 


W* Tho” peſter'd daily with complaints from Man, 
© Tarough this conviction I record them not— 
Let my kind providence do all it can, 


«© But 


[| 
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| XXXIII. 
«« But the poor quadrupede that now appeals! 
«« Can wanton cruelty the weak purſue! 
* Large is the catalogue of woes he feels, 
« And all his wretchedneſs he lays to you.“ 
| "RX EXIV. 
Alk him, high Juex1TER—(reply'd the dame) 
In what he has excell'd his long-ear'd claſs? 
« Is FORTUNE (a divinity) to blame 
That ſhe deſcends not to regard 


XXXV. 
Fame enter'd in her rolls the ſage reply ; 
The dame, defendant, was diſcharg'd with grace! 
«© Go—{(to the plaintiff, ſaid the Sire) and try 
« By merit to ſurmount your low-born race, 
XXXV1.. 
„Learn from the Lion to be juſt and brave, 
Take from the Elephant inſtruction wiſe ; 
« With gracious breeding like the Horſe behave, 
Nor the ſagacity of Hounds deſpiſe, 
XXXVII. 
4 Theſe uſeful qualities with care imbibe, 
« For which ſome quadrupedes are juſtly priz'd: 
4 Attain thoſe talents that adorn each tribe, 
« And you'll no longer be a wretch deſpis'd,” 
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nr M-1ND 


sor AT THE REQUEST OF A LADY.) 


| I. 
INC E wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins 
Ed deſpis'd, 
o all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are premis'd ; 


We cn a maid that would marry, but where ſhall I find | | 

ace! wich not for fortune) a man to my mind? | 

8 

1 u. 1 

ot the fair-weather fop, fond of faſhion and lace ; : 3 

Mot the ſquire, that can wake to no joys but the chace; 1 
ot the free-thinking rake, whom no morals can bind: 


Neither this that— nor t'other's the man to my mind. 


. III. 

ot the ruby-fac'd ſot, that topes world without end; 
Not the drone, who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 
ot the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl that's 
. unkind ; 

| Neither this—that—nor t'other's the man to my mind. 


IV. . 
ot the wretch with full bags, without breeding or 
merit; 

ot the Flaſh, that's all fury without any ſpirit ; 
Not 


[AY 
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Not the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind: 

Neither this—that—nor t'other's the man to my mind 

: V. : 

But the youth in whom merit and ſenſe may conſpire, 

Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhoy 
Admire; EE es 

In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour combin'{ 

This—this—and no other's the man to my mind, 


JC oo 2, 


I, 
E T not the hand of AmirTy be nice! 
Nor the poor tribute from the heart diſclaim; 
A trifle ſhall become a pledge of price, 
If friendſhip Ramps it with her ſacred name, 


II. 
The little roſe that laughs upon its ſtem, 

One of the ſweets with which the gardens teem, 
In value ſoars above an eaſtern gem, 

If tender'd as the token of eſteem, 


III. 
Had I vaſt hoards of maſſy wealth to ſend, 
Such as your merits might demand their due! 
Then ſhould the golden tribute of your friend 
Rival the treaſures of the rich Peru. 


FANCY: 


11 1 : 


A N „ 
SONG 1n a PAN TOUI ME ENTERTAINMENT» 


I. 
ANC V leads the fetter'd ſenſes 
Captives to her fond controul; 
Merit may have rich pretences, 
But 'tis Fancy fires the ſoul. 


II. 
Far beyond the bounds of meaning 
Faxcy flies, a fairy Queen! 
Fancy, wit and worth diſdaining, 
Gives the prize to HARLEQUIN., 


im; 


III. 


If the virgin's falſe, forgive her, 
Fancy was your only foe: 

Cue claims the dart and quiver, 

But 'tis Fancy twangs the bow. 


LOVE 
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LOVE AND CHASTITY: oon 


Lk CANWTAT A. "wo 9 


R E CITATIVE. 


RO M the high mount *, whence ſacred grore 
depend, 
Diana and her virgin troop deſcend ; 
And while the buſkin'd maids with active care, 
The buſineſs of the daily chace prepare, 
A favourite nymph ſteps forward from the throng, 
And thus, exulting, ſwells the n ſong. 


3 


3 ni hd. ra 


Jolly HEALTH ſprings aloft at the loud ſounding 
horn, 
Unlock'd from ſoft sLumMBriR's embrace; 

And Jo ſings an hymn to ſalute the ſweet morn, | 
That ſmiles on the nymphs of the chace : 
The rage of fell Cupid no boſom prophanes, 

No rancour diſturbs our delight, 
All the day with freſh VIGOUR We ſweep o'er the 
plains, 
And ſleep with conrexnTMENT all night. 


Re 
Whil 


* Mount LAT MOS. 


RECIT, 
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* 1 e . 

| Their clamour rous'd the ſlighted God of Love: 
Ui flies, indignant, to the ſacred prove : 

mortal myrtles wreath his golden hair, 

lis roſy wings perfume the wanton air; 

Tuo quivers fill'd with darts his fell deſigns declare. 
\ crimſon bluſh o'erſpread Diana's face, 

A frown ſucceeds—She ſtops the ſpringing chace, 

uud thus, forbids the boy the conſecrated place. 

ores 
4 1 n, 


Fond diſturber of the heart, 
From theſe ſacred ſhades depart : 
Here's a blooming troop diſdains 
Love, and his fantaſtic chains, 
Siſters of the ſilver bow, 

Pure and chaſte as virgin ſnow, 
: Melt not at thy feeble fires, 
an; BY Wanton God of wild deſires ! 


. 


Rage and revenge divide Love's little breaſt, 
Whilt thus the angry Goddeſs he addreſt: 


” SEND . 
the Virgin ſnow does oft remain 
Long unmelted on the plain, 

Till the glorious God of day 
smiles, and waſtes its pride away. 


Vor, LXIX, 1 What 


11. 
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What is Sol's meridian fire 


6 
To the darts of ſtrong deſire! 2 

| . a Her fil 

Love can light a raging flame Lore 

Hotter than his noontide beam. ſbnerti 

* 1 E T. de fe 

And t 


Now, through the foreſt's brown embower” d Ways, 
With careleſs ſteps the young Endymion ſtrays: 
His form ere& !—looſe flows his lovely hair, 
His glowing checks like youthful Hebe's fair ! 
His graceful limbs with eaſe and vigour move, 
His eyes—his ev'ry feature form'd for love: 
Around the liſt'ning woods attentive hung, 
Whilſt thus, invoking ſleep, the ſhepherd ſung : 


1-4 
Where the pebbled ſtreamlet glides 
Near the wood nymph's ruſtic grot, 
If the God of Sleep reſides, 
Or in Pan's ſequeſter'd cot: 
Hither if he'll lightly tread, 
Follow'd by a gentle dream, 
We'll enjoy this graſſy bed, 
On the bank beſide the ſtream. 


* CET 


As on the painted turf the ſhepherd lies, 
Sleep's downy curtain ſhades his lovely eyes; 
And now a ſporting breeze his boſom ſhews, 


As marble ſinooth, and white as Alpine ſnows : A 
e 


„% ©. .»® 


Her filver bow falls uſeleſs to the ground ! 


[Unerring, to her undefended heart. 
ge feels in ev'ry vein the fatal fire, 


And thus perſuades her virgins to retire: 
vays, 
1 41 5 


= 
Ye tender maids be timely wiſe! 
Love's wanton fury ſhun ! 
In flight alone your ſafety lies, 
The daring are undone |! 


IT. 

Do blue-ey'd doves, ſerenely mild, 
With vultures, fell, engage! 

Do lambs provoke the lion wild, 
Or tempt the tyger's rage! 


III. 
No, no, like fawns, ye virgins fly, 
To ſecret cells remove; 
Nor dare the doubtful combat try 
Twixt CHASTITY and Love, 


LOVE AND CHASTITY, 


115 


The Goddeſs gaz'd, in magic ſoftneſs bound; 


Love laugh'd, and, ſure of conqueſt, wing'd a dart 


Aur HT 
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AMY ET YT YON 


RECITATIV E. 
MPen1TRION and his bride, a godlike pair! 
He brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair; 
On thrones of gold in purple triumph plac'd, 
With matchleſs ſplendour held the nuptial feaſt : 
Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
Enraptur'd, thus, the happy hero _ 


| a 1 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 
In all his wrath divine, 
Enrag'd at my pretending 
To call this charmer mine : 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder 
With boldneſs I'd deride; 
Not Heav'n itſelf can ſunder 
The hearts that love has ty'd, 


RR C1 7. 
The Thunderer heard he look'd with vengeance 
down, 
Till beauty s glance diſarm'd his au ful frown. 
The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes 
Compell'd the conquer'd God to quit his Kies; 
He feign'd the huſband's form, poſſeſs'd her charms, 


And puniſh'd his preſumption in HER arms. 
AIX. 


Ince 


N. 


AN AC RRE OR. 


4 1 
He deſerves ſublimeſt pleaſure, 
Who reveals it not, when won ; 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure 
Boaſt it—and the fool's undone ! 


Learn by this, unguarded lover, 
When your ſecret ſighs prevail, 

Not to let your tongue diſcover 
Raptures that you ſhould conceal, 


HH A KS KK E909 


0 D E XIX. IMITATED. 


LD Earth, when in a tipling vein, 
\ Drinks torrents of ambroſial rain, 
Which the tall trees, by heat oppreſt, 
Drink from her kind maternal breaſt ; 


Leſt angry Ocean ſhould be dry, 

The river Gods their ſtores ſupply ; 
The Monarch of the glowing day 
Drinks large potations from the ſea : 


And the pale Empreſs of the night 
Drinks from his orb propitious light : 
All—all things drink—abſtemious ſage! 
Why ſhould not we our thirſt aſſuage ? 


I 3 
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Glad Mars ſent by Mercury orders expreſs, 
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NEWCASTLE BEER 


5 4 | | 

W HEN Fame brought the news of Grey: 
Britain's ſucceſs, | 

And told at Olympus each Gallic defeat 


To ſummon the Deities all to a treat : 
Blithe Comus was plac'd 
To guide the gay feaſt, 
And freely declar'd there was choice of good met 
Yet vow'd to his thinking, 
For exquiſite drinking, 
Their Nectar was nothing to Newcaſtle Beer. 


II. 

The great God of war, to encourage the fun, 
And humour the taſte of his whimfical gueſt, 
Sent a meſſage that moment to Moor's * for a tun 

Of Stine, the ſtouteſt, the brighteſt, and beſt: 
No Gods—they all ſwore, 
Regal'd fo before, 
With liquor ſo lively, ſo potent, and clear: 
And each deified fellow 
Got jovially mellow, 
In honour, brave boys, of our Newcaſtle Beer. 


„ Moor's, at the ſign of the Sun, Newcaſtle 
. Apollo 


III. 
Apollo perceiving his talents refine, | 
Repents he drank Helicon water ſo long: 

He bow'd, being aſk'd by the muſical Nine, 
And gave the gay board an extempore me 

But ere he began, 
He toſs'd off his cann : 

@ There's nought like good liquor the fancy to clear: 
Then ſang with great merit, 

The flavour and ſpirit, | 
His Godſhip had found in our Newcaſtle Beer, 


Grey. 


IV. 
[was Stingo like this made Alcides fo bold, 


And his myſtical club, that did wonders of old, 
Was nothing, my lads, but ſuch liquor as ours. 
Tne horrible crew _ 
'That Hercules ſlew, 
Were Poverty—Calumny—Trouble—and Fear: 
Such a club would you borrow, 
To drive away ſorrow, 


Apply for a Jorum of Newcaſtle Beer. 


V. 

| Ye youngſters, ſo diffident, languid and pale, 
Whom love, like the cholic, ſo rudely infeſts ; 
Take a cordial of this, *twill probatum prevail, 


llo 
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It brac'd up his nerves, and enliven'd his pow'rs ; 


0 drive the cur Cupid away from your breaſts: 
1 4 Dull 


j 
4 
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Dull whining deſpiſe, 
Grow roſy and wiſe, 
Nor longer the jeſt of good fellows appear ; 
Bid adieu to your folly, 
Get drunk and be jolly, 
And ſmoke o'er a tankard of Newcaſtle Beer, 


VI. 
Ye fanciful folk, for whom phyſic preſcribes, 
Whom bolus and potion have haraſs'd to death! 
Ye wretches, whom law and her ill- looking tribes, 
Have hunted about *till you're quite out of breath! 
Here's ſhelter and eaſe, 
No craving for fees, 
No danger,—no doQor,—no bailiff is near! 
Your ſpirits this raiſes, 
| It cures your diſeaſes, 
There's freedom and health in our Newcaſtle Beer, 


9 | 


THE 


A" EAT Ou 


IVE THE TOAST—my good 7 be jovial 
and gay, 
And let the briſæ moments paſs bined eng 


$, Hizz's THE KinG—take your bumpers, my brave 
ath! Britiſh ſouls, | 
Who guards your fair freedom ſhould crown your full 

bowls, 
Lit 81M LIVE—long and happy, ſee Lewis brought 

down, 


And taſte all the comforts, no cares of a crown. 


* EI 


THREE-PART CATCH. 


* IN vieEw—(the rich bleſlng kind nature 
beſtow'd 
To conquer our Gay: or lighten the bad 


In a flood of freſh rapture ſhall roll through our veins. 
lr ir BLEED—and carouſing this liquor divine, 
ding an hymn to the God that firſt cultur'd the vine. 


Arvilt FLASK !—the rich near this bottle contains 


ON 


— Taree) — — ee 
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| | Spoke 
SI ron 
B IRT H. DA v. V 
D OES true felicity on grandeur wait ? 2 
Delights ſhe in the pageantry of ſhew ? 85 
Say, can the glitt'ring gew-gaws of the great f 
An hour of inborn happineſs beſtow ? 1 
He that is juſt, benevolent, humane, T 
In conſcious rectitude ſupremely bleſt, 
O'er the glad hearts of multitudes ſhall reign, 1 
Tho' the gay ſtar ne'er blaz'd upon his breaſt. 
Ye happy children of the hoary North, 1 
Hail the glad day that ſaw your patron born; 
Whoſe private virtues, and whoſe public worth, 
| 


Might the rich feats of Royalty adorn. 


STANZA) 


1 123 ] 


T 


Spoken at a Play at the Theatre in Sunderland, for the 
Benefit of the CORSICANS. 


I. | 
H O can behold with an unpitying eye 
The glorious few (with patriotic fire) 
Difret—invaded—and reſolv'd to die, 
Or keep their independant rights entire ? 
Shackled themſelves, the ſervile Gauls would bind, 
In their ignoble fetters, half mankind. 


| 3 
The gentle homage that, to-night, you've paid 
To Freedom, and her ever ſacred laws, 
The humble off ring at her altar made, 
Prove that your hearts beat nobly in her cauſe. 
All- gracious Freedom, O vouchſafe to ſmile, 
Thro' future ages, on this favourite iſle ! 


III. 

Tar may the boughs of Liberty expand, 

For ever cultur'd by the Brave and Free! 

For ever blaſted be that impious hand, 
That lops one branch from this illuſtrious tree! 
Britons !—'tis yours to make her verdure thrive, 
And keep the roots of Liberty alive, 

VVK O, may 
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IV. 

O, may her rich, her ripening fruits of gold, 

Britannia! bloom perpetually for thee ! 

May you ne'er want a Dragon, as we're told 

Defended, once, the fam'd Heſperiaa tree! 

A Dragon fix'd, for your imperial ſake, 
With anxious eyes, eternally awake, 


VVV 
J TORS L 


| I. 
\ H, what is't to me that the Graſhopper ſings! 


Or what, that the meadows are fair! 

That (like little flow'rets, if mounted on wings) 
The Butterflies flaunt it in air! 

Ye birds, I'll no longer attend to a lay; 
Your haunts in the foreſt reſign ! 

Shall you, with your true loves, be happy al day, 

Whilſt I am divided from mine? 


i, 

Where woodbines and willows inclin'd to unite, 
We twiſted a blooming alcove ; 
And oft has my Da MON, with ſmiles of delight, 


Declar d it the Mantle of Love. The | 


0 — 


ae faded—they droop—and they cannot do leſs, 
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The roſes that crept to our mutual receſs, 
And reſted among the ſweet boughs, 


For DamoN is falſe to his vows, 


III. 
This oak has for ages the tempeſt defy'd, 
We call it the King of the grove; 
He ſwore, a light breeze ſhould its centre divide, 
When he was not true to his love: 
Come, come, gentle zephyr, in juſtice deſcend, 
His falſehood you're bound to diſplay ; 
This oak and its honours you'll cafily rend, 
For Damon has left me a day. 
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IV. 
The ſhepherd ruſh'd forth from behind the thick tree, 
Prepar'd to make PHILL1DA bleſt, 
And claſping the maid, from an heart full of glee, 
The cauſe of his abſence confeſt: 
High raptures, 'twas told him by maſters in love, 
Too often repeated, would cloy ; 
And RESPITES he found were the means to 
improve, 5 
And lengthen the moments of joy. 
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AN IRREGULAR 
77. UV $16. 


I. 
EASE, gentle ſounds, nor kill me quite, 
With ſuch exceſs of ſweet delight ! 
Each trembling note invades my heart, 
And thrills through ev'ry vital part; 
A ſoft—a pleaſing pain 
Purſues my heated blood thro? ev'ry vein ; 
 What—what does the enchantment mean? 
Ah! give the charming magic o'er, 
My beating heart can bear no more. 


II. 


Now wild with fierce deſire, 
My breaſt is all on fire! 

In ſoften'd raptures, now, I die! 
Can empty ſound ſuch joys impart ! 
Can muſic thus tranſport the heart, 

With melting extaſly ! 

O art divine! exalted bleſſing! 
Each celeſtial charm expreſſing! 
Kindeſt gift the Gods beſtow! 

Sweeteſt good that mortals know! 


TRUANT TO HIS FRIENDS. 


III. 

When ſeated in a verdant ſhade 
(Like tuneful Thyrſis) Orpheus play'd ; 

The diſtant trees forſake the wood, 

The lining beaſts negle& their food, 
To hear the heav'nly ſound ; 

The Dryads leave the mountains, 

The Natades quit the fountains, 
And in a ſprightly chorus dance around. 

. | 

To raiſe the ſtately walls of ancient Troy, 
Sweet Phaebus did his tuneful harp employ ;z 

See what ſoft harmony can do! 

The moving rocks the ſound purſue, 
Lill in a large collected maſs they grew: 
Had Thyrſis Itv'd in theſe remoter days, 
His were the chaplet of immortal bays! 

Apollo's harp unknown! 
The ſhepherd had remain'd of ſong 
The Deity alone, 


PF ROMA 
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TRUANT- 1 nts FRIENDS. 


＋ Is not in cells, or a ſequeſter'd cot, 


The mind and morals properly expand; 


Let youth ſtep forward to a buſier ſpot, 


Led by Diſcretion's cool, conducting hand. 


To 


ee ce Ee — Bo — — 
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To learn ſome leſſons from the ſchools of man, 
(Forgive me !) I forſook my darling home; 


Not from a light, an undigeſted plan, 


Nor from a youthful appetite to roam. 


In your affeftions—{let reſentment fly!) 


Reſtore me to my long-accuſtom'd place; 
Receive me with a kind, forgiving eye, 
And preſs me in the parent's fond embrace. 


To Tak 


AUTHOR ov PORMS, 
WRITTEN BY NOBODY. 


DVANCE to Fame—advance reveal d 
Let conſcious worth be bold: 
Why have you lain ſo long conceal'd, 
And hid Peruvian gold ? 


Dan ProtBvus did with joy diſcern 
Your Genius brought to light : 

And many a Somebody ſhould learn, 
From Nobody to write, 


J. Robertſon, an Agr belonging to the York Company. 


A BIRTH- 


H- 


U 


R T HD A Y O DUKE. 


PERFORMED AT THE CASTLE OF DUBLIN, 


RECITATIVE. 
AR K—how the ſoul of muſic reigns, 
As when the firſt great birth of nature ſprung, 
When chaos burſt his maſſy chains, 
"Twas thus the Cherubs ſung: 


4 1 Bo 
Hail—hail, from this auſpicious morn 
Shall Britiſh glories riſe! 

Now are the mighty treaſures born, 


That ſhall Britannia's fame adorn, 
And lift her to the ſkies. 


Let George's mighty banners ſpread, 
His lofty clarions roar ; 

Till warlike echo fills with dread 
The hoſtile Gallic ſhore. 


You, LXIX. K 


NS ͤ 5 £53 er 


130 CUNNINGHAM'S PoEMs, 


A 1 K. 
Mark —how his name with terror fills ! 
The magic ſound rebellion kills, 
And brightens all the northern hills, 
Where pallid treaſons dwell; 
The monſter ſhall no more ariſe, 
Upon the ground ſhe panting lies! 
Beneath his William's foot ſhe dies, 
And now, ſhe ſinks to hell. 


RE CIF. 


Haſte — let Ierne's harp be newly ſtrung, 
And after mighty George be William ſung. 


. 
Talk no more of Grecian glory, 
William ſtands the firſt in ſtory: 
He, with Britiſh ardour glows! 
See—the pride of Gallia fading ! 
See — the youthful warrior leading 


_ Britons, vengeful, to their foes ! 


ir. 
Fair is the olive branch Hibernia boaſts, 
Nor ſhall the din of war diſturb her coaſts; 
While Stanhope ſmiles, her ſons are bleſt, 
In native loyalty. confelſt ! 


A | 1 
See— O ſee, thrice happy iſle ! 
See what gracious George beſtow'd ; 


Twice 


”” 
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vice * have you ſeen a Stanhope ſmile, 
Theſe are gifts become a God! 


ow the grateful iſland glows ! 
Stanhope's name-ſhall be rever'd ; 
Whilſt by ſubjects, and by foes, 
Sacred George is lov'd and fear'd. 


 CHORU 6. 
Like Perſians to the riſing ſun, 
Reſpectful homage pay 

At George's birth our joys begun: 
W Salute the glorious day! 


THE 
FOE EN CHIN a: 


J. 
| OON as the ſun began to peep, 
And gild the morning ſkies, 
Young Chloe from diſorder'd ſleep 
|  Unyeil'd her radiant eyes. 


II. 
A guardian Sylph, the wanton ſprite 
That waited on her ſtill, 
Had teiz'd her all the tedious night 
With viſionary ill. 


* Earlof Cheſterfield, and Earl of Harrington, both ſucceſlive- 
ly Lords Lieutenants of Ireland. 


K 2 Some 


vice 
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III. 
Some ſhock of fate 1s ſurely nigh, 
Exclaim'd the tim'rous maid : 


What do theſe horrid dreams imply! 


My Cupid can't be dead! 
IV. 


| She call'd her Cupid by his name, 


In dread of ſome miſhap ; 
Wagging his tail, her Cupid came, 
And jump'd into her lap. 
' V. 
And now the beſt of brittle ware, 
Her ſumptuous table grac'd: 


The gentle emblems of the fair, 


In beauteous order plac'd! 
„ 
The kettle boil'd, and all prepar'd 
To give the morning treat, 
When Dick, the country beau appear'd, 
And bowing, took his ſeat. 
VII. 
Well—chatting on, of that and this, 
The maid revers'd her cup; 
And tempted by the forfeit kiſs, 
The bumpkin turn'd 1t up. 
ViII. 
With tranſport he demands the prize; 
Right fairly it was won! 
With many a frown the fair denies: 
Fond baits to draw him on! 


A man 


BROKEN CHINA, 


„ 


A man muſt prove himſelf polite, 


In ſuch a caſe as this ; 


do Richard ſtrives with all his might 


To force the forfeit kiſs, 


| 1 
But as he ſtrove—O dire to tell! 
(And yet with grief J muſt) 


A heap of painted duſt! 


e 
0 fatal purport of my dream! 
Ihe fair afflicted, cry'd, 


By childiſnneſs and pride! 


XII. 
For in a kiſs, or two, or three, 
No miſchief could be found! 


My china had been ſound. 


The table turn'd—the china fell, 


Occaſion'd (I confeſs my ſname) 


Then had I been more frank and free, 
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TO MR. . 


1 
* ES, Colin, *tis granted, you flutter in lace, 
Vou whiſper and dance with the fair; 

But Merit advances, tis yours to give place; 
Stand off, and at diſtance revere: 


Nor teize the ſweet maid with your jargon of chat, 

By her fide as you ſaunter along ; 

. Your taſte—your ae Rnd bog this—and your 
that, 

Nor liſp out the end of your ſong. 


II. 


For folly and faſhion you barter good ſenſe, 


(If ſenſe ever fell to your ſhare) 
*Tis enough you could pert petit maitre commence, 
Laugh—loiter—and lie with an air. 


No end you can anſwer, affections you've none, 


Made only for prattle and play ; 
Like a butterfly, baſk'd for a while in the ſun, 
You'll die undiſtinguiſh'd away. 
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iin e or M A Y. 
(WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1771.) 


I. | 
H E rooks in the neighbouring grove 
For ſhelter cry all the long day ; 
Their huts in the branches above 
Are cover'd no longer by Mar : 


The birds, that ſo chearfully ſung, 
Are filent, or plaintive each tone! 
And, as they chirp, low, to their young, 
The want of their Goddeſs bemoan. 


II, 
No daiſies, on carpets of green, 
O'er Nature's cold boſom are fpread ! 


Not a ſweet-briar ſprig can be ſeen, 
To finiſh this wreath for my head: 


Some flow'rets, indeed may be found, 
But theſe neither blooming nor gay; 

The faireſt ill ſleep in the ground, 
And wait for the coming of Mar, 
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III. 
Dxzcrmst, perhaps, has purloin'd 
Her rich, tho' fantaſtical geer; 
Wich envy the Months may have join'd, 
And joſtled her out of the Vear: 


Some ſhepherds, tis true, may repine, 
Io ſee their lov'd gardens undreſt, 
But I—whilſt my PHILLI p A's mine, 


Shall always have Mar in my breaſt, 


A N 


EULOGIUM o MAS ON RN. 
SPOKE BY MR. DIGGS, AT EDINBURGH, 


A AY, can the garter, or the ſtar of ſtate, 
That on the vain, or on the vicious wait, 
Such emblems, with ſuch emphaſis impart, 
As an inſignium near the Maſon's heart? 


Hail ſacred Masonxy, of ſource divine, 
Unerring miſtreſs of the faultleſs line, 
Whoſe plumb of Truth, with never-failing ſway, 
Makes the join'd parts of Symmetry obey ! 


Hail 
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Hail to the Craft, at whoſe ſerene command 
The gentle Arts in glad obedience ſtand; 
Whoſe magic ſtroke bids fell confuſion ceaſe, 
And to the finiſh'd Orders yield its place; 
Who calls Creation from the womb of earth, 
And gives imperial cities glorious birth. 


To works of art her merit's not confin'd, 
She regulates the morals, ſquares the mind; 
Corres with care the tempeſt-working ſoul, 
And points the tide of paſſions where to roll ; 
On Virtue's tablets marks each ſacred rule, 
And forms her Lodge an univerſal ſchool ; 
Where nature's myſtic laws unfolded ſtand, 
And Senſe and Science, join'd, go hand in hand, 


O! may her ſocial rules inſtructive ſpread, 
Till Truth erect her long- neglected head; 
Till, through deceitful Night ſhe dart her ray, 
And beam, full glorious, in the blaze of Day ! 
Till man by virtuous maxims learn to move; 
Till all the peopled world her laws approve, 
And the whole human race be bound in Brother's | 
Love. 


A PRO- 
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P R 0. O 3 E, 


SPOKE AT THE OPENING OF THE THEATRE är 
YORK, AFTER IT WAS ELEGANTLY ENLARGED, 


NCE on a time his earthly rounds patrolling, 
(Your heathen gods were always fond of 
ſtrolling) 


Jove rambled near the cot of kind Philemon, 
When night, attended by a tempeſt, came on; 


And as the rain fell pattering, helter ſkelter, 
The deity implor'd the hind for ſhelter. 


Philemon plac'd his godſhip cloſe beſide him, 
While goody Baucis made the fire that dry'd him; 
With more benevolence than one that's richer, 

He ſpread the board, he fill'd the friendly pitcher; 
And, fond to give his gueſt a meal of pleaſure, 
Sung a rough ſong, in his rude country meaſure, 


Jove was ſo pleas'd with theſe good-natur'd ſallies, 
Philemon's cot he conjur'd to a palace. 


Taſte, like great Jupiter, came here to try us, 
{Oft from the boxes we perceiv'd her ſpy us) 
| Whether 


PROLOOVE, 139 


Whether ſhe 1ik*d us and our warm endeavours, 
Whether ſhe found that we deſerv'd her favours, 
| know not: But *tis certain ſhe commanded 
Our humble theatre ſhould be expanded. 


E, The orders ſne pronounc'd were ſcarcely ended, 
But, like Philemon's houſe, the ſtage extended: 
AT And thus the friendly goddeſs bids me greet ye; | 
ED, 'Tis in that circle ¶ pointing to the boxes] ſhe deſigns to 
meet ye: 
Pedants would fix her reſidence with heathens, 
# But ſhe prefers old York to Rome or Athens, 
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SPOKE AT THE OPENING AN ELEGANT LITTLE 
THEATRE AT WHITBY, 


F ROM d 
and others ns 

The laurel'd liſt, the true Parnaſſian brothers! 

Hither we're ſent, by their ſupreme direction, 


To court your fayour, and to claim protection. 
Our 
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Our hopes are flatter'd with the Fair's compliance; 
Beauty and Wit were always in alliance! 
Their mutual ſway reforms the rude creation, 
And Tas rE's determin'd by their approbation. 


The tragic Muſe preſents a ſtately mirrour, 
Where Vice ſurveys her ugly form with terror : 
And as the fiend departs—abaſh'd—diſcarded— 
Imperial Virtue's with the palm rewarded. 

The comic glaſs, from modern groupes collected, 

Shews fops and fools of every claſs—diſſeRted : 

It marks the fair coquet's unfaithful dealings, 

And proves that haughty prudes me have their | 
failings. 

For faults that flow from habit more than nature, 

We'll blend, with honeſt mirth, ſome wholeſome 


ſatire, 


Now for our bark—the veſſel's tight and able! 

New built new rigg'd !—[ Pointing to the ſcenes] 
with canvas—maſt—and cable! 

Let her not ſink, —or be unkindly ſtranded, 
Before the moral freight be fairly landed! 
For tho' with heart and hand we heave together, 
*Tis your kind plaudit muſt command the weather: 
Nor halcion ſeas, —nor gentle gales attend us, 
Till this fair circle with their ſmiles befriend us. 


A PRO- 
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JN OPENING THE THEATRE AT WHITBY THE 
ENSUING SEASON. 


© wh the wild waves, unwilling more to roam, 


ar And by his kind affections call'd for home; 
When the bold youth that ev'ry climate tries 
'Twixt the blue boſoms—'Twixt the ſeas and ſkies— 
ie 


When he beholds his native Albion near, 

And the glad gale gives wings to his career, 

What glowing extaſies, by Fancy dreſt, 

What filial ſentiments expand his breaſt ! 

In the full happineſs he forms on ſhore, 
Doubts—dangers—and fatigues are felt no more. 


Such are the joys that in our boſoms burn! 
Such the glad hopes that glow at our return! 
With ſuch warm ardours you behold us meet, 
Tolay, once more, our labours at your feet. 


(Not without hopes your patronage will laſt) 
We bend with gratitude for favours paſt. 
That our light bark defy'd the rage of winter, 
Rode ev'ry gale—nor ſtarted ev'n a ſplinter; 
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We bow to Beauty—('twas thoſe ſmiles ſecur'd her) 
And thank our patrons who ſo kindly moor'd her, 


Still—ſtill—extend your gentle cares to ſave her, 
That ſhe may anchor long in Whitby's—favour. 


V 
%%%//ͤ ,,, Ti 
ls An 
| SPOKE IN THE CHARACTER OF A SAILOR, Ox On 
OPENING THE NEW THEATRE AT NORTH- 
SHIELDS, 
[Wiku. Wl” 
OLLO! my maſters, where d'ye mean to ſtow us? 8 
pF We're come to ſee what paſtime ye can ſhew us; 
| Sal, ſtep aloft—you ſhan't be long without me, 1 
1 I'II walk their quarter deck and look about me. F 
| | | | [ Enters, q 


Tom and Dick Topſail are above—T hear em, 
Tell 'em to keep a birth, and Sal —ſit near em: 
| Sal's a ſmart laſs—I'd hold a but of ſtingo 
1 In three weeks' time ſhe'd learn the playhouſe lingo: 
| | She loves your plays, ſhe underſtands their meaning, 
She calls em Mok AL Ru Es made entertaining: 
Vour Shakeſpeare books, ſhe knows em to a tittle; 
| And I, my ſelf (at ſea) have read—a little, 

At 
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At London, Sirs, when Sal and I were courting, 


| tow'd her ev'ry night a playhouſe ſporting : 

Maſs! I could like em and their whole *Paratus, 
But for their fidlers and their damn'd Sonatas ; 
Give me the merry ſons of guts and roſin, 


That play God fave the King, and Nancy Dawſon. 


[ Looking about. 
Well —tho' the frigate's not ſo much bedoyzen'd, 


Tis ſnug enough !—'Tis clever for the ſize on't : 
And they can treat with all that's worth regarding 
On board the Dru ry-lane or Common- Garden. 


[ Bell gt. 


Avaſt!—A ſignal for the launch, I fancy: 


What ſay you hom, and Dick, and Doll, and Nancy , 


Since they have trimm'd the pleaſure-barge ſo tigh 


tly, 


Shan't you, and I, and Sal, come ſee them nightly ! 


The jolly crew will do their beſt endeavours, 
They'll grudge no labour to deſerve your favours. 


A luckier fate they ſwear can ne'er behap em 


Than to behold you pleas'd, and hear you—clap 


* To the Gallery. 


em. 
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CCC 


SPOKE AT NORWICH, IN THE CHARACTER or 
MRS. DEBORAH WOODCOCK, IN LovE 1y | 
VILLAGE. 


„ the dangers of a long probation, 
When Sybil like, ſhe's ſkill'd in penetration; 
When ſhe has conquer'd each unruly paſſion, 

And rides above the rocks that others daſh on; 
When deeply mellow'd with reſerve and rigour; 
When decent gravity adorns her figure, 

Why an old maid, I wiſh the wiſe would tell us, 
Should be the ſtanding jeſt of flirts and fellows! 


In maxims ſage! in eloquence how clever! 
Without a ſubject ſhe can talk—for ever! 
Rich in old ſaws, can bring a ſentence pat in, 

And quote upon occaſion, lawyer's latin. 


Set up that toaſt, that culprit, abus corum, 
*Tis done—and ſhe's demoliſh'd in zurrorum. 


If an old maid's a dragoneſs on duty, 
To guard the golden fruit of rip'ning beauty ; 
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Tis right, for fear the giddy ſex ſhould wander, 
o keep them in reſtraint by decent ſlander, 

- ſlips are made, tis eaſy ſure to find em; 
ye can detect before the fair deſign'd them. 


As for the men, whoſe ſatire oft hath ſtung us, 


E, Many there are that may be rank'd among us. 
Liv, with long ſuits and buſy miſchiefs laden, 

: 0; WW ncour far exceeds the ancient maiden, 

x i undeny'd, and the aſſertion's common, 


hat modern PHYSIC is a mere old woman. 

The puny fop that ſimpers o'er his tea diſh, 
And cries—1ndeed—WMiſsDeb'rah's—quite old maidiſh! 
Of doubtful ſex, of undetermin'd nature, 

ln all reſpects is but a virgin cretur. 


jeſting apart, and moral truths adjuſting ! 
There's nothing in the ſtate itſelf diſguſting ; 
01d maids, as well as matrons bound in marriage, 
Are valu'd from propriety of carriage: 
If gentle ſenſe, if ſweet diſcretion guide em, 
It matters not tho* coxcombs may deride em; 
And virtue's virtue, be ſne maid or wedded, 
A certain truth ! ſay——Deb'rah Woodcock ſaid it, 
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A 
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To Tus MUSE or OSSIAN. 


A LITTLE PIECE ADAPTED TO THE STAGE, py 
D. E. BAKER, FROM THE CELEBRATED POEM or 
| OSSIAN, THE SON OF FINGAL, 


O form a little wotk of nervous merit, 
To give the ſleepy ſtage a nobler fpirit ; 
To touch a ſacred muſe, and not defile her, 
This was the plan propos'd by our compiler. 


Tho' caution told him—the preſumption's glaring! | 
Dauntleſs, he ery'd, „It is but nobly daring! 
Can we peruſe a pathos more than Attic, 
Nor wiſh the golden meaſure ſtamp'd dramatic! 
Here are.no lines—in meaſur'd pace that trip it, 
No modern ſcenes—ſo lifeleſs ! fo inſipid! 
Wrought by a muſe (no ſacred fire debarr'd her) 
Tis nervous! noble! *tis true northern ardour! 


— — a — I 
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* 


«« Methinks I hear the Grecian bards exclaiming, 
(The Grecian bards no longer worth the naming) 
In ſong, the northern tribes ſo far ſurpaſs us, 


One of their Highland hills they'll call Parnaſſus; 4 


und from the ſacred mount decrees ſhould follow, 
That Offian Was himfelf—the true Apollo.“ 


Fyite of this laſh—this high poetic fury, 

I nembles for the verdict of his jury: 

k;from his text he ae'er preſum'd to wander, 
hut gives the native Oſſian to your candour, 
To an impartial judgment we ſubmit him, 
(ndemn—or rather (if you can) acquit him, 


TE a 2” 19 os. - 


ing! | To THE MUSE or OSSIAN. 
i fond romance let fancy reign creative! 

Valour among the northern hills is native; 
le northern hills, 'tis prov'd by Offian's ſtory, 
bare early birth to Caledonian glory; | 
Nor could the ſtormy clime, with all its rigour 
Repel, in love or war, the hero's vigour, 


When honour call'd, the youth diſdain'd to ponder, 
and as he fought, the fav'rite maid grew fonder, 
The brave, by beauty were rejected never, 

tor girls are gracious when the lads are clever. 
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If the bold youth was in the field vindictive, 
The bard, at home, had ev'ry power deſcriptive ; 
He ſwell'd the ſacred ſong, enhanc'd the ſtory, | 
And rais'd the warrior to the ſkies of glory, 
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That northern lads are ſtill unconquer'd fellows, | 
The foes of Britain to their coſt can tell us; 
The ſway of northern beauty, if diſputed, 
Look round, ye infidels, and ſtand confuted : 
And for your bards, the letter'd world have known'en 
They're ſuch—The ſacred Oſſian can't diſown em,. 


To prove a partial judgment does not wrong you, 
And that your uſual candour reigns among you, 
Look with indulgence on this crude endeavour, 
And ſtamp it with the ſanction of your favour, 


C ¶ —— 


SPOKE IN THE CHARACTER OF LADY TOWNLEY| 


IN THE PROVOKED HUSBAND. 


Ik A+ lady—let me recollect - whoſe night ist: ; 
i 1 No matter—at a circle the politeſt; | 7 
1 Taſte ſummons all the ſatire ſhe is able, 7 
And canvaſſes my conduct to the table, 1 0 
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« A wiſe reclaim'd, and by an huſband's rigour!y 

\ vie with all her appetites in vigour ! | 

{| ſhe muſt make a lamentable figure! 

pere was her pride! Of ev'ry ſpark diveſted! 

o mend, becauſe a prudiſh huſhand preſs'd it! 

hat! to prefer his dull domeſtic quiet, | 

o the dear ſcenes of hurricane and riot! 

ties diſclaim'd, the happy rout rejected! 

cauſe at ten ſhe's by her ſpouſe expected! 

hideous! how immenſely out of nature! 

ont you, my dears, deſpiſe the ſervile creature? 

Prudence, altho* the company be good, 

b often heard, and ſometimes underſtood, 

Sppoſe, to juſtify my reformation, 

bed give the circle this conciſe oration. 

« Ye giddy groupe of faſhionable wives, 

That in continued riot waſte your lives; 

Did ye but ſee the demons that deſcend, 

The cares convulſive that on cards attend; 

Tie midnight ſpectres that ſurround your chairs, 

(Kage reddens here—there Avarice deſpairs) 

loud ruſh for ſhelter where contentment lies, 

Jo the domeſtic bleſſings vou deſpiſe. 

Or if you've no regard to moral duty, 

[115 trite but true)—Quadrille will murder beauty.“ 
Tate is abaſh'd, (the culprit) I'm acquitted, 

They praiſe the character they lately pity'd ; 

They promiſe to reform—relinquiſh play, 

0 break the tables up at—break of day, 
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SPOKE AT EDINBURGH, IN THE CHARACT:x of 192 
LADY FANCIFUL., Anc 
— For 
| as V, we're told, of parentage Italie, Ane 
And Folly, whoſe original is Gallie, 
Set up to ſale their vaſt miſhapen daughter, 
And Britain, by a large ſubſcription, bought her, 
The fertile ſoil grew fond of this exotic, 
And nurs'd her, till her pow'r became deſpotie; 
»Till ev'ry would-be beauty in the nation 
Did homage at the ſhrine of ArrscTarT1on. * 
But Common Senſe will certainly dethrone her, 
And (like the fair ones of this place) diſown her, 
If ſhe attempts the dimpled ſmile, delightful 1 
The dimpled ſmile of Affectation's frightful : 
Mark but her bagatelles, —her whine—her whimper— I 
Her loll—her liſp—her ſaunter, ftare—her ſimper; : 
All outres, all—no native charm about her, 4 
And Ridicule would ſoon expire without her. 
Look for a grace, and Affectation hides it; 8 
If Beauty aims an arrow, ſhe miſguides it: . 
So aukwardly ſne mends unmeaning faces, N 


To Inſipidity ſhe gives——grimaces. 


Without | 
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Without her dear coquetiſh arts to aid em, 
Fine ladies would be juſt as—nature made em, 
duch ſenſible—fincere—domeſttc creatures, 

The jeſt of modern belles, and petit maitres. 


Safe with good ſenſe, this cirele's not in danger, 
Pat as the foreign phantom's—here a ſtranger, 
[gave her portrait, that the fair may know her, 
And if they meet, be ready to forego her ; 
For truſt me, ladies, ſhe'd deform your faces, 
And with a ſingle glance deſtroy the graces, 
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 EULOGIUM on CHARITY. 


SPOKE AT ALNWICK, IN NORTHUMBERLAND, AT 
A CHARITABLE BENEFIT PLAY, 1765, 


T O bid the rancour of IIl- fortune ceaſe, 
To tell Anxiety—l give thee peace, 

To quell Adverſity—or turn her darts, 

To ſtamp Fraternity on gen'rous hearts: 
For theſe high motives—theſe illuſtrious ends, 
Celeſtial Charity to-night deſcends. 


er 


Soft are the graces that adorn the maid, 
Softer than dew-drops to the ſun-burnt glade! 
dbe's gracious as an unpolluted ſtream, _ 
And tender as a fond young lover's dream! 
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Pity and Peace precede her as ſhe flies, 
And Mercy beams benignant in her eyes! 
From her high reſidence, from realms aboye, 
She comes, ſweet harbinger of heavenly love! 


Her ſiſter's charms are more than doubly bright, 1 
From the kind cauſe that call'd her here to-night, |} 
An artleſs grace the conſcious heart betows  \ Wl »:51* 
And on the generous cheek a tincture glows, 10 
More lovely than the bloom that paints the vernal 4 by 

The lofty pyramid ſhall ceaſe to live! 
Fleeting the praiſe ſuch monuments can give! T 
But Charity, by tyrant time rever'd, OS 
Sweet Charity, amidſt his ruins ſpar'd, Thel 
Secures her votaries unblaſted fame, Tis 


And in celeſtial annals ſaves their name. 


* The Counteſs of Northumberland, who honoured the 
Charity with her preſence, 
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DISIGNED TO BE SPOKE AT ALNWICK, ON RE- 
SI NIN G THE PLAYHOUSE TO A PARTY DE“ 
TACHED FROM THE EDINBURGH THEATRE. 


O Alnwick's lofty ſeat, a ſilvan ſcene ! 
To riſing hills from diſtance doubly green, 
Go—fays the God of Wit, my ſtandard bear, 
Theſe are the manſions of the great“ and fair, 
'Tis my Olympus now, go ſpread my banners there. 


Led by fond hope, the pointed path we trace, 
And thank'd our patron for the flowery place; 
Here—we behold a gently waving wood ! 
There—we can gaze upon a wand'ring flood ! 
The landſcape {miles the fields gay fragrance wear! j 
dot ſcenes are all around—refreſhful air! 
dender repaſt indeed, and but cameleon fare! 


A troop, at certain times compell'd to ſhift, 

And from their northern mountains turn'd adrift ; 
by tyrant managers a while conſign'd, 

To fatten on what forage they can find; 


* The Earl 1 Counteſs of Northumberland, Lord and ban 
Warkworth, & c. 
With 
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With lawleſs force our liberty invades, 

And fain would thruſt us from theſe fay? rite ſhades; 
But we (fince prejudice erects her ſcale, 

And puffs and petty artifice prevail) 

To ſtronger holds with cool diſcretion run, 

And leave the conquerors to be—undone. 


With gratitude, ſtill we'll acknowledge the favour | 
So kindly indulg'd to our fimple endeavours; 
To the great and the fair we reſt thankfully debtors, 
And wiſh we could ſay, we gave place to our better, 


„ 04004 
TO LOVE AN DP FAME, 


SPOKE AT SCARBOROUGH. 


Entering. 
HERE is this author ? — Bid the wretch | 
appear, 1 
Let him come in, and wait for judgement— Here. 
This awful jury, all impatient, wait ; 
Let him come in, I ſay, and meet his fate! 
Strange, very ſtrange, if ſuch a piece ſucceeds! 
(Puniſh the culprit for his vile miſdeeds) 
| Know | 


ey ; 


KS 


ch | 
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Know ye to-night, that his preſumptuous works, 

Hare turn'd good Chriſtians into—Heathen Turks? 
And if the genius an't corrected ſoon, 

In his next Trip, he'll mount us to the Moon. 


Methinks IT hear him ſay—“ For mercy's ſake 
Hold your raſh tongue—my Love and Fame's at ftake ; 
When you behold me—difhdent—difſtreſt ! 
'Tis cruelty to make my woes a jeſt; 
Well—if you will—but why ſhould I diſtruſt ? 
My judges are as merciful as juſt ; 
[ know them well, have oft their friendſhip try'd, 
And their protection is my boaſt—my pride.“ 


Hoping to pleaſe, he form'd this buſtling plan; 
Hoping to pleaſe ! *tis all the moderns can : 
Fatth! let him *ſcape, let Love and Fame ſurvive, 
With your kind ſanction keep his ſcenes alive; 
Try to approve (applaud we will exempt) 
Nor eruſh the bardling in this hard attempt. 
Could he write up to an illuſtrious theme, 
There's mark'd upon the regiſter of Fame 
A ſubjet—but beyond the wanngh lays! 
Wonder muſt paint, when 'tis a G—nby's praiſe, 
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JJ £ 
To RULE A NI x, 
SPOKEN AT EDINBURGH, 


i S an odd portrait that the poet drew! 


A ſtrange irregular he ſets 1n view ! 
Mongſt us—thank heaven—the character's unknown, 
(Bards have creative faculties we own) | 
And this appears a picture from his brain, 

Till we reflect the lady liv'd in Spain. 


Should we the portrait with the ſex compare, 
*T would add new honours to the northern fair; 
Their merit, by the foil, conſpicuous made, 
And they ſeem'd brighter from contraſting ſhade, 


Rude were the rules our fathers form'd of old, 
Nor ſhould ſuch antiquated maxims hold ; 
Shall ſubject man aſſert ſuperior ſway, 

And dare to bid the angel ſex obey ! 

Or if permitted to partake the throne, 
Deſpotic, call the reins of power his own ! 
Forbid it, all that's gractous—that's polite ! 
(The fair to liberty have equal right) 
Nor urge the tenet, tho' from Fletcher's ſchool, 
That every huſband has a right to rule. 


A matri- 


A 
Where 
Th 
Wher 


Chan 
And 


ON 


A matrimonial medium may be hit, 
Where neither governs, but where both ſubmit, 


The nuptial torch with decent brightneſs burns, 
Where male and female condeſcend by turns ; 
Change then the phraſe, the horrid text amend, 
And let the word obey, —be condeſcend. 


AO Z d Ü 


V REVIVING THE MERCHANT OF VENICE, AT 
THE TIME THE BILL HAD PASSED FOR NA- 
TURALIZING THE JEWS, 


FWIXT the ſons of the ſtage, without penſions 
or places, 

And the vagabond Jews, are ſome ſimilar cafes; 

Since time out of mind, or they're wrong'd much by 
ſlander, 

Both lawleſs, alike, have been ſentenc'd to wander; 

Then faith 'tis full time we appeal to the nation, 

To be join'd in this bill for na- tu- ra li-za-ti- on; 

Lard, that word's ſo uncouth I—'tis ſo irkſome to 
ſpeak it! Es | 

but tis Hebrew, I believe, and that's taſte, as I 
take it, 
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We muſt frankly confeſs we have nought to preſent ye, | 


Our parent Britons quaff*d their nut-brown ale, 
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Well — now to the point — I'm ſent here with in fru 
| commiſſion, Va 
To preſent this fair circle our humble petition : « Ho 
But conſcious what hopes we ſhould have of lucceeding, | 
Without (as they phraſe it) ſufficiently bleeding; = 
And convinc'd we've no funds, nor old gold we en Fine 


rake up, | 
Like our good fathers—Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob; 


But Shakeſpeare's old ſterling—pray let it content ye. 1 
This SHYLOCK, the Jew, whom we mean to Our 
reftore ye, 5 Bl 
Was naturaltz'd oft by your fathers before ye; No 
Then take him to-night to your kindeſt compaſſion, AC 
For to countenance Jews is the pink of the faſhion, 4 
. 0 
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FOR SOME COUNTRY LADS, PERFORMING THE } 
DEVIL OF A WIFE, IN THE CHRISTMAS | 
HOLIDAYS, _ 


IN days of yore, when round the jovial board, 
1 With harmleſs mirth, and ſocial plenty ſtor'd, 


And carols ſung, or told the Chriſtmas tale; 
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with nn tuts St. George, Old England's champion knight, 
with haſty ſteps, impatient to recite 
« How he had kill'd the dragon, once in fight.“ 


Princes pour in to ſwell the motly piece; 
And while their deeds of proweſs they rehearſe, 
The lowing bowl rewards their hobbling verſe, 


Intent to raiſe this evening's cordial mirth, 

Like theirs, our ſimple ſtage play comes to birth, 
Our want of art we candidly confeſs, 

| But give you nature in her homeſpun dreſs ; 

No heroes here—no martial men of might! 

A cobler is the champion of to-night ; 

His rap, more tam'd than George's lance of old, 
For it can tame that dragoneſs, a ſcold : 

Indulgent, then, ſupport the cobler's cauſe, 

And tho he may'nt deſerve it, ſmile applauſe. 
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From ev 17 ſide—from Troy from antient Greece, 
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When rich in happineſs—in hopes elate, 
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1 bor th 
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ON OPENING THE NEW THEATRE IN NEWS ASTL E, iet 
1766. _ 


F to correct the follies of mankind, 

To mend the morals—to enlarge the mind, 
To ſtrip the ſelf· deceiving paſſions bare, 
With honeſt mirth to kill an evening's care; 


If theſe kind motives can command applauſe, 
For theſe the motly ſtage her curtain draws, 

15 ol 

Does not the poet, that exiſts by praiſe, : 

Like to be told that he has reach'd the bays ? : 


Is not the wretch (ſtill trembling for his ſtore) 
Pleas'd when he graſps a glitt'ring thouſand more ? 
Cheers not the mariner propitious ſeas ? 

Likes not the lawyer to be handling fees ? 

Lives not the lover but in hopes of bliſs ? 

To ev'ry queſtion we'll reply with—yes. 


| Suppoſe them gratified—their full delight 


Falls ſhort of ours on this auſpicious night ; 


Taſte has receiv'd us to our fav'rite ſeat, 2 
O that 


AN INTRODUCTION. 161 


0 that the ſoul of action were but ours, 
Ind the vaſt energy of vocal powers! 

That we might make a grateful off ring, ft 
For theſe kind judges that in candour fit. 


Refore ſuch judges, we confeſs, with dread, 
Theſe new dominions we preſume to tread ; 
Yet if you ſmile, we'll boldly do our beſt, 


TLL,f 
und leave your favours to ſupply the reſt, 


AN 
% DUCTHLED NY 


IPOKE AT THE THEATRE IN SUNDERLAND, TO 
A PLAY PERFORMED THERE FOR THE BENE- 
FIT or THE WIDOWS AND ORPHANS OF THAT 
PLACE, 


()* 8 alas! forlorn, 
(From the rack'd heart its every comfort torn) 

Humanity, to-night, confers relief, 

and foftens, tho? ſhe can't remove their grief: 

Blaſted her hopes, her expectations kill'd, 

The ſons of Sympathy (with ſorrow chill'd) 

khold the wretched Matron—madly weep, 

And hear her Cy" My joys are in the deer!“ 


hat , 
= o XING M To 
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To the tremendous Power that rules mankind, 


Lord of the ſeas—the calm and boiſt'rous wind, 


We bow, obedient, and with awe reſign'd. 

His ways, infcrutable, we can't explore, 
No—we may wonder, but we muſt adore, 
Happy, for ever, be the generous breaſt, 

That feels compaſſion for the Poor diſtreſt; 
Happy the hand that ſtops the ſufferer's ar! 
SUCH hands there are, and Such we find, are Here, | 
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DEATH OF HASs LATE MAJESTY 


é Pallida mos æquo pulſat pede pauperum tabernas, 


“ Regumque turres.“ Hok. 


NGLAND! thy Genius veſted like deſpair, | 


Wich loud diftreſs alarms the chalky ſhore: 
Britons! he cries, and rends his hoary hair, 


Britons! your much-lov'd Monarch is no more! 


The Sea- gods from their pearl-embroider'd beds, 


Who to great GORE the green dominion gave, 


No longer lift their coral-crowned heads, 
But dive diſtreſs'd beneath the trembling wave. 


Hart 


lere. 1 


E. 


Harz 
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ak, how the winds, erſt bounteous to his will, 
That bore his thund'ring fleets to Gallia's ſhore, 


dle, —for a while, pathetically ſtill, 
Then let their ſorrows burſt in pealy roar. 


The nymphs that in the ſacred groves preſide, 
Where Britain's conqu'ring oaks eternal ſpring, 
i their embrown'd retreats their ſorrows hide, 
And filent mourn the venerable King. 


Tenants of liberty, on Britain's plain, 

With flocks enrich'd, a vait unnumber'd ſtore! 
'Tis gone, the mighty GEORGE's golden reign; 
Vour Pan, your great Protector is no more! 


| The Britiſh ſwains, e'er whiles a blithſome throng, 


No more in laughter's band, to revel ſeen ! 
No more the ſhepherd tunes his chearful ſong, 
Or dances ſportful on the dew-dreſs'd green. 


beauty, no more the toy of faſhion wears, 
So late by love's deſignful labour dreſt;) 
put from her brow the luſtr'd diamond tears, 
And with the ſable cypreſs veils her breaſt, 


kligion, lodg'd high on her pious pile, 
Laments the fading ſtate of CROW xs below; 
While melancholy fills the vaulted iſle, 

With the flow muſic of heart-wounding woe. 


de the deteſtful owl, ill-omen'd, riſe! 

Dragg'd, by deſpair, from her ſequeſtr'd cell; 
And, by the diſcord of ſhrill ſhrieking cries, 
Doubling the horrors of the deep-ton'd bell. 
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The choral muſes droop ! their harps unſtrung, 
The lutes and laurel wreaths neglected fall! 
Commerce—beſtill'd her many nation'd tongue, 

Wbilom ſo buſy in her buſtling hall! * 


Behold the virtues rang'd, a ſorrowing band! : 
They mourn their KING with grief dejected eyes, 
See Art and ſiſter Science, weeping ftand ! 3 
For ah! their Patron, their Defender dies; 


On conqueſt's cheek, ſee how the roſes fail! 
Brief makes, alas! the faireſt bloſſoms bow! 
And honour's fire ethereal burns but pale, 

The erſt beam'd glorious on our GeorGe's brow, | 


The dreary paths of bananen fate, 
Muſt Monarchs, mix'd with common mortals, BY 

Is there no refuge for the good and great? 
And muſt the gracious and the godlike die? 


4 
4 


Muſt gilded courts be chang'd for horror's cave! 
And ſcepter'd Kings, who keep the world in awe, 1 
Conquer'd by time, and the unpitying grave, 1 
Scarce ſav'd their laurels from its rig'rous law! 


Search where fell carnage rag'd with rigour ſteel'd, 
Where laughter, like the rapid lightning, ran; 

And ſay, when you've bewept the blood ſtain'd field, 

Which is the monarch ? which the common man! 


* The hall of Commerce, the Royal Exchange. : 
The 
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The Macedonian Monarch“, wiſe and good, 
Bade (when the morning's roſy reign began) 
(urtiers ſhould call, as round his couch they ſtood, 
« Py111P, remember thou'rt no more than man. 
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« Tho! glory ſpread thy name from pole to pole, 
« Tho' thou art merciful, and brave, and juſt, 
« pRIL IF, reflect thour't poſting to the goal, 
« Where mortals mix 1n undiſtinguiſh'd duſt,” 


es, 


What then avails ambition's wide-ſtretch'd wing! 
The ſchoolman's page, or pride of beauty's bloom! 
The crape-clad hermit, and the rich- rob'd King, 
Mingle promiſcuous 1n the levelling tomb, 


50 SALADIN , for arts and arms renown'd, 
The Syrians and Egyptians both ſubdu'd ; 
Returning, with imperial triumphs crown'd, 


Sigh'd, when the periſhable pomp he view'd. 


And as he rode, high on his regal car, 
In all the purple pride of conqueſt dreſt, 
Conſpicuous o'er the trophies gain'd in war, 
Plac'd on a pendant ſpear his burial veſt. 


d. ll A 


* Philip, King of Macedon, the father of Alexander the 
Great, appointed the pages of his chamber, to remind him every 


, I morning, that, notwithſtanding his glory and power, he was no 
1 more than a mere mortal man. 
eld, 3 7 Saladin, a famous eaſtern Emperor, in his triumphant re- 
n? un from the moſt remarkable conqueſts, had a ſhroud carried 
| before him, while proclamation was made, That the victor, after 
z al his glory, could lay real claim to nothing but that wxetched 
The linen to wrap his body in for the tomb. 


M 3 While 
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While thus the herald cry'd, “ This ſon of pow'r, Wh is 


«© This Saladin, to whom the nations bow'd, WW Vit 
« May, in the ſpace of a revolving hour, erna 
«© Boaſt of no other ſpoil but yonder ſhrond,, “ Tho 
Can the deep ſtateſman, {kill'd in great deſign, Ir 
Save, for the ſmalleſt ſpace, precarious breath? | 
Or the tun'd follower of the ſacred nine, | (Ib 
Sooth, with his melody, the tyrant death ? | 
No! tho? the palace bar her golden gate, | iS 
Or monarchs plant ten thouſand guards around, WM i 
Unerring, and unſeen, the ſhaft of fate, ea. 


Strikes the devoted victim to the ground. . 


If in the tent retir'd, or battle's rage, 


BRITANNIA“'s fighs ſhall reach great FxzD'xich“ by 
ear; | Pe. 
He'll drop the ſword, or ſhut the ſophic page, T 
And penſive pay the tributary tear. Ver 
Then ſhall the monarch weigh the moral thought, T 
(As he laments the parent, friend, ally,) Dut 
The ſolemn truth, by ſage reflection taught, 1 
That, ſpite of glory, Fxep'rIc's ſelf muſt die. het 
Crowns, like the glow - worm's ſcaree diſtinguiſh'd = 
li ght, BY 
For a ſhort moment glance their twinkling fires, 
But there's a deathleſs wreath, divinely bright, 
Whoſe more than diamond luſtre, ne'er expires. f 


* Frederic, King of PRUSSIA» 


Such 


ich 
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ch is the ſtarry meed that virtue ty d 
ich her own hands on GEoORGE's gracious brow ; 
Femal ſhall its golden beams abide, 
Tho! the bright ſun ſhould from its orbit bow. 


| Nor is the ſacred gift to KI N Gs confin'd, 

The wretch, to fortune, friends, and fame unknown, 
011, if ſweet piety adorn his mind, 

Mount to the higheſt ſtep of glory's throne, 


ſhe parent's face Apelles“ prudent hides, 
While death devours the darling of his age: 
Nature the pencil'd ſtroke of art derides, 
When grief diſtracts with agonizing rage. 


Then let the muſe her ſableſt curtain ſpread, 
By ſorrow taught her nerveleſs pow'r to know: 

When nations cry, their KINO, their PaRENT's dead, 
The reſt is dumb, unutterable woe. 


Mercy, co-partner of great GzoRGEe's throne, 
Through the embrighted air aſcendant flies, 

Duteous, the peace beftowing maid is flown 
To ſmooth his halcyon, progreſs to the ſkies. 


But ſee a ſacred radiance beams around! 
That with returning hope a people chears ! 
bold yon youth, with grace imperial crown'd, 
How awful! yet how lovely in his tears! 


_ * Apelles finding it impoſſible to ana with his penc'l, the 
ſtreſs of Azamemnon, while his daughter Iphigenia was offered 
aa lacrifice, painted him with a veil ſpread over his face. 
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Mark how his boſom heaves the filial ſigh! 
He droops diſtreſs d like a fair froſt-chill'd flower, 
Till glory from her radiant ſphere on high, 
Hails him to hold the reins of regal power, 


The ſainted fire to realms of bliſs remov'd, 
Like the fam'd phœnix from his pyre ſhall ring, 
Another GEORGE as gracious, as belov'd, 
As good, and glorious, as the parent KI G. 


H O CCF 
ODE X. BOOK lv. IM1ITATED 


HLO E, my moſt tender care, 
Always coy, and always fair, 
Should unwiſh'd for languor ſpread 
Cer that beauteous white and red; 
Should theſe locks that ſweetly play 
Down theſe ſhoulders, fall away, 
And that lovely bloom that glows, 
Fairer than the faireſt roſe ; 
Should it fade, and leave thy face 
Spoil'd of every killing grace; 
Should your glaſs the charge betray, 
Thus, my fair, you'd weeping ſay, 
« Cruel Gods! does beauty fade ? 
Now warm defires my breaſt invade; _ 
„And why, while blooming youth did glow, 
Was this heart as cold as ſnow ?' 


Sent | 


CEN 
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wer, | 
vr To Miss BELL H 
PAII or BUCK LES. 


APPY trifles, can ye bear 
Sighs of fondneſs to the fair ; 
If your pointed tongues can tell, 
How I love my charming Bell; 
Fondly take a lover's part, 
Plead the anguiſh of my heart. 


Go—ye trifles—gladly fly, 
(Gracious 1n my fair one's eye) 
Fly—your envy'd bliſs to meet; 
Fly, and kiſs the charmer's feet, 


Happy there, with waggiſh play, 
Tho' you revel day by day, 
Like the donor, ev'ry night, 
(Robb'd of his ſupreme delight) 

To ſubdue your wanton pride, 
Uſeleſs, you'll be thrown aſide. 


„ WITH A 


T O 
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ON. A 


CHARGE or INCONSTANCY | 


"% 
vv 


O W can Chloe think it ſtrange, 
Time ſhould make a lover change ? 


TI ME brings all things to an end, 
Courage can't the blow defend. 
See, the proud aſpiring oak 
Falls beneath the fatal ſtroke: 

If on Beauty's cheek he preys, 
Streight the roſy bloom decays : 
Joy puts out his lambent fires, 
And at Time's approach—expires, 


How can Chloe think it ſtrange, 
"TiMe ſhould make a lover change? 


INCAN- 


F 
1 
F 8 8 


4 1 


TCC 


UroßuED AT THE THEATRE IN SUNDERLAND, 


IN A NEW PANTOMIME, 


RECIFTATIV:E. 


FF . 


ROM the dark, tremendous cell, 

Where the fiends of magic dwell, 
Now the Sun hath left the ſkies, 
Daughters of inchantment, riſe. 


A IX. 
[The IV itches , 

Welcome from the ſhades beneath! 
Welcome to the blaſted heath ! 
Where the ſpectre and the ſprite 
Glide along the glooms of night, 
Beldams !—with attention keen, 
Wait the wiſh of HARLEQUIN : 
Many a wonder muſt be done 
For my firſt, my fav'rite ſon. 


CHORUS OF WiTcHes. 


Many a wonder ſhall be done, 
HeCarTE, for your fav'rite ſon. 


FORTUNE 
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FORTUNE TO HARLEQUIN. 


IN A PANTOMIM k. 


| I. 
ROM my favour, ſenſe rejected, 
Fools by Fortune are protected: 

Fortune, Harlequin, hath found you, 

Happineſs will hence ſurround you. 


| II. 
Should a thouſand ills encloſe you, 
Quick contrivance this“ beſtows you! 
Valour makes the fair adore you; 


This t ſhall drive your foes before you. 


III. 

Gold's the mighty ſource of pleaſure ! 
Take this purſe of magic treaſure ; 
Go—+for while my gifts befriend you, 
Joy and jollity attend you. 


* A Hat. + A Sword. 


ACROSTIC. | 


— 


Ln DEPOT Tr T H2 


RAV tell me, ſays Venus, one day to the Graces, 

(O-n a viſit they came, and had juſt ta'en their 
places) 

Let me know why of late I can ne'er ſee your faces: 


Ladies, nothing, I hope, happen'd here to af- 
fright ye: 

Y-ou've had compliment cards ev'ry day to 1n- 
vite ye. 


S-ays Cupid, who gueſs'd their rebellious pro- 
ceeding, 
U-nderhand, dear mamma, there” s ſome miſchief 
a- breeding: 
T-here's a fair one at Lincoln, fo finiſh'd a beauty, 
That your loves and your graces all ſwerve from their 
duty. 
O0-n my life, ſays dame Venus, I'll not be thus put on, 
Now I think on't, laſt night, ſome one call'd me 
Miſs Sutton. 


174 CUNNINGHAM'S POEMS, 


M- 
At 
D-rya 
N-and 
-wer 


Nil 


S T HE 


Dirne M. 8 L E I G f, 


11 8 


U CH lov'd, much honour'd, much lanened 
. SLEIGH ! q 
The kindred Virtues had expir'd with thee, 
Were it ordain'd the daughters of the {ky, 


Like the frail offspring of the earth, could die; W 

Trembling they ſtand at thy too early doom, 

And mingling tears to conſecrate thy tomb. 7 
* 


%ͤ;ũ᷑ qr 


W no ripen'd ſummer glows, 


I-n the lap of northern ſnows ; 
D-efarts gloomy, cold, and drear, 
(O-aly let the nymph be there) 
Wr-reaths of budding ſweets would wear. 
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M-ay would every fragrance bring, 
xl the vernal bloom of ſpring : 
D-ryads, deck'd with myrtles green, 
Dancing, would attend their Queen: 
Every flower that nature ſpreads, 
Niling where the charmer treads! 


GN T 
Drar HOT LORD GRAN B V. 


OR private loſs the lenient tear may flow, 
And give a ſhort, (perhaps) a quick relief ; 
While the full heart, o'ercharg'd with public woe, 
Muk labour thro' a long, protracted grief. 


This ſudden ſtroke ('twas like the lightning's blaſt) 
The ſons of Albion can't enough deplore ; 

Think, Britons, think on all his triumphs paſt, 
And weep——your WaRR1oR is——alas! no more. 


Blight, we are told, reſpects the Conq'ror's tree, 
And thro' the Laurel grove with caution flies: 

Vague—and how vain muſt that aſſertion be, 
Corer'd with Laurels when a GRAN ET dies! 
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G Fu 


DEATH or MR. 


, or SUNDRERLA ND. 
O, breath of Sorrow, —go attending ſighs, 
Acquaint the natives of the northern ſhore, 

The man they lov'd, the man they honour'd, dies, 

And Charity's firſt teward—is no more, 


Where ſhall the poor a friendly patron find ? 
Who ſhall relieve them from their loads of pain? 
Say, has he left a feeling heart behind, = 

So gracious—good—ſo tenderly humane? 


Yes—there ſurvives his darling offspring—young, 
| Yet in the paths of Virtue, fteady—lure ! 

Twas the laſt leſſon from his parent's tongue, 
Think, (O remember) think upon my Poor. 


APE. 
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1 0 8 


o THE WORSHIPFUL FREE MASONS, 
DELIVERED FROM THE STAGE, BY A 
14 D Y, AT A COMEDY COUNTENANCED 
ty THAT FRATERNITY. 


PROTHERS! tis bold to interrupt our 
meeting, 
bat from the female world I wait you—greeting : 


[ Curtfies, 


The ladies can advance a thouſand reaſons, 
That make them hope to be received as Maſons : 
To keep a ſecret, —not one hint expreſſing, 
To rein the tongue O huſbands, there's a bleſſing! 
as Virtue ſeems the Maſon's ſole foundation, 
hy ſhould the Fair be barr'd from—Inftallation ? 
f you ſuppoſe us weak, indeed you wrong us; 
flitorians, Sapphos too, you'll find among us; 
Thnk—Brothers—think, and graciouſly admit us; 
Doubt it not, Sirs, we'll gloriouſly acquit us: 
How to be wiſer, and more cautious, teach us, 
ladeed 'tis time that your inſtructions reach us: 


Vor. LXIX. N The 
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The faults of late, and every foul miſcarriage, 
Committed in the ſphere of modern marriage, 
Were caus'd (If I've a grain of penetration) 


From each great Lady's not being made a Maſon, 


Accept us then, to Brotherhood receive us, 
And Virtue, we're convinc'd, will never leave 


A N 

0 D . 

FOR THE BIR T R- DAT OF THE 

E 1NG' or? K'U 238 
& Arma, Virumque cano.“ 


K.-C 0 Fo 


M ORE glorious than the comet's blaze, 
That through the ſtarry region ſtrays : 

From Zembla to the Torrid Zone, 

The mighty name of Pruſſia's known. 


AIX. 


ED 
Be baniſh'd from the hooks of fame, 
Ye deeds in diſtant ages done; 
Loſt and inglorious is the name 


Of Hannibal, or Philip's fon : 


Could Greece, or conquering Carthage ſing 
A hero great as Yruſha's King! 


us. 


1 al 


Where 


Cor 


Co 


II. | 

Where reſtleſs Envy can't explore, 
Or flatter'd Hope preſume to fly; 

Fate bade victorious Fred'ric ſoar, 


For laurels that can never die. 
5. 
| Could Greece, &c. 


III. 


His rapid bolts tremendous break, 
Through nations arm'd in dread array, 
Swift as the furious blaſts that ſhake 
The boſom of the frighted ſea, 


Could Greece, &c. 


IV. 
In vain, to ſhake the throne of Jove, 
With impious rage, the giants try'd; 
'Gainſt Fred'rick's force the nations ſtrove 
In vain— their haughty legions dy'd. 


Could Greece, &c. 


V. 


While Prudence guides his chariot wheels, 
Thro' Virtue's ſacred paths they roll; 
Immortal Truth his boſom ſteels, 
And guards him glorious to the goal. 


Could Greece, &c. 
N 2 The 
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\; 
The vengeful lance Britannia wields, 
In conſort with her brave ally, 


| | Saves her fair roſes in the fields, 
Where Gaul's deteſted lillies die. 


Wreaths of eternal friendſhip ſpring, 
Twixt mighty George and Pruſſia's King. 
3 
The jocund bowl let Britons raiſe, 
And crown the jovial board with mirth; 


Fill to great Fredetick's length of days, 
And hail the hero's glorious birth— 


Could Greece, or conquering Carthage fing 
A chieftain fam'd like Pruflia's King ! 


AN 
O D E 

COMPOSED FOR THE BIRTH-DAY OF THE LATE - 

GENERAL LORD BLAKENEY. A. 
| IF 
J. 1 
ö | HE Muſes harps, by Concord ſtrung! AS. 
Loud let them ſtrike the feſtal lay, 4, 

Wak'd by Britannia's grateful tongue, | 

To hail her hero's natal day. | 3 
Ariſe, paternal glory riſe, | U 
a 


And lift your Blakeney to the ſkies ! Behold 


ATB 


ehold 
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3 

whold his warlike banners wave! 

like Britain's oak the hero ſtands: 
The ſnield the ſhelter of the brave! 

The guardian o'er the Britiſh bands! 

Ariſe, paternal . 

| III. 

fe wreſts the wreath from Richlieu's * brows, 

Which Fraud or Faction planted there; 


France to the gallant hero bows, 
And Europe's chiefs his name revere. 


Ariſe, paternal &e. 
IV. 
With partial conqueſt on their ſide! 
The ſons of Gaul—a pageant crew ! 
Rank, but inglorious in their pride, 
To Blakeney, and his vanquiſh'd few. 
Ariſe, paternal, &c. 


V. 
Hibernia T, with maternal care, 


His labour'd ſtatue lifts on high: 
& partial, Time - the trophy ſpare, 
That Blakeney's name may never die! 
Ariſe, paternal glory, riſe! 
And lift your Blakeney to the ſkics. 


* Richlieu, commander of the expedition againſt Port-Mahon. 
T A flatue was erected in Dublin to the memory of Gen, 
Blakeney, who was a native of Ireland. 
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ON A VERY YOUNG LADY, 


E E how the buds and bloſſoms ſhoot: 
How ſweet will be the ſummer fruit! 


Let us behold the infant roſe ; f Tis 


How fragrant when its beauty blows ! 1 
The morning ſmiles, ſerenely gay; 


How bright will be the promis'd day ! 
Contemplate next the charming maid, 
In early innocence array'd ! 

Tf, in the morning of her years, ; 
A luſtre ſo intenſe appears, | | 
When time ſhall point her noon-tide rays, ] 
When her meridian charms ſhall blaze, 

None but the eagle-ey'd muſt gaze. 


S Q--' N N E T. 
( 
ADDRESSED TO MISS S—— 
= : 
HE N Flora decks the mantling bowers, = 


In elegant array, 
And ſcatters all her opening flowers, 
A compliment to May ! 


With] 


ith} 


88 8 D rk 8 


Shall ſing, and ſet the goblet round. 
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II. 
With glowing joy my boſom beats; 
[ gaze delighted round, 
And wiſh to ſee the various ſweets 
In one rich noſegay bound. 


III. 
is granted and their bloom diſplay'd, 
To bleſs my wond'ring view; 
[ ſee them all my beauteous maid, 
I ſee them all in—Yovu, 


N ( ] 


DE V. Tat TAT-L . 


R V 


8 HED Ros rs in the ſprightly juice, 
Prepar'd for every ſocial uſe! 

So ſhall the earthly nectar prove 

A draught for All Imperial Jove. 


Ourſelves, with roſey chaplets bound, 


N 4 
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Thee, ever gentle Ros ę, we greet, 
We worſhip thee, delicious ſweet ! 
For tho' by mighty Gods careſs'd, 
You deign to make us mortals bleſt. 


The Cupids, and the Graces fair, 
With myrtle ſprigs adorn their hair; 
And nimbly ftrike celeſtial ground, 
Eternal Ros Es blooming round. 


Bring us more ſweets, ere theſe expire, 


And reach me that harmonious lyre: 
Gay Bacchus, Jove's convivial ſon, 
Shall lead us to his fav'rite ton: 
Among the ſporting youths and maids, 
Beneath the vine's auſpicious ſhades, 
For ever young—for ever gay, 

We'll dance the jovial hours away. 


MOSCHUS. | 
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(As TRANSLATED BY DR, BROOME.) 


1 T n 


J ⁵˙ . 44A 


TAIL, Golden Star, of ray ſerene! 
Thou fav'rite of the Cyprian Queen! 
o Heſper ! glory of the night, 
Difuſing thro' the gloom, delight! 
Whoſe beams, all other ſtars outſhine, 
As much as filver Cynthia, thine : 
0 guide me, ſpeeding o'er the plain, 
To him I love, my ſhepherd ſwain; 
lie keeps the mirthful feaſt, and ſoon 
Dark ſhades will cloud the ſplendid moon. 
Of lambs I never robb'd the told, | 
Nor the lone traveller of gold : 
Love is my crime: O! lend thy ray 
To guide a lover on her way, 
May the bright ſtar of Venus prove 
The gentle harbinger of Love! 


*,* To this Idyllium (tranſlated by Dr. Broome) the Author 
duns himſelf indebted for a hint, from which the following Paſto- 


ral proceeds. A'PAS 
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I: 4 

A the fond zephir thro' the woolbinl 
| plays, I 
And wakes {ſweet ae in the mantling bow'r, A 

Near to that grove my lovely bridegroom Find 

Impatient,—for tis paſt—the promis'd hour! I fo 
1 | 
Lend me thy light, O ever-ſparkling ftar ! I he 


Bright Heſper! in thy glowing pomp array'd, 
Look down, look down, from thy all-glorious car, 
And beam protection on a wand'ring maid. 


III. 
*Tis to eſcape the penetrating ſpy, 
And paſs, unnotic'd, from malignant ſight, 
This dreary waſte, full reſolute, I try, 
And truſt my footſteps to the ſhades of night. 


1 


IV. 
The Moon has ſlipp'd behind an envious cloud, 
| Her ſmiles, ſo gracious, I no longer view; 
Let her remain behind that envious ſhroud, 
My hopes, bright Heſperus, depend on you. ä 1 
No 
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* 
No rancour ever reach'd my harmleſs breaſt; 
[ hurt no birds, nor rob the buſtling bee : 
MW Hear, then, what Love and Innocence requeſt, 
And ſhed your kindeſt influence on me. 


N. 
ee Venus loves Firſt twinkler of the ſky, 
Thou art her ſtar in golden radiance gay! 
On my diſtreſſes caſt a pitying eye, 
Aſſiſt me for, alas! I've loſt my way. 


| VII. 
| ſe the darling of my ſoul—my Love! 

Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell: 
He leads me to the boſom of the grove : 

Thanks, gentle ſtar—kind Heſperus, farewell! 


IN AN ILL HUMOUR, 


. 
ONSID ER, ſweet maid, and endeavour 
To conquer that pride in thy breaſt; 
It is not an haughty behaviour 
Will ſet off thy charms to the beſt. 
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IT. 
The ocean, when calm, may delight you, 
But ſhould a bold tempeſt ariſe, 
The billows enrag'd would affright you: 


Loud objects of awful ſurprize ! 
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| III. 

*Tis thus, when good humour diffuſes 
Its beams o'er the face of a fair; 

With rapture his heart a man loſes, 
While frowns turn love to deſpair, 
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Member of the modern great 
Paſs'd Sawney with his budget, 


The Peer was in a car of ſtate, 
The tinker forc'd to trudge it. 


But Sawney ſhall receive the praiſe 
His Lordſhip would parade for; 

One's debtor for his dapple greys, 
And t'other's ſhoes are paid for. 
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T O Waſteall, whoſe eyes were juſt cloſing in death, 
Doll counted the chalks on the door ; 

| peace, cry'd the wretch, let me give up my breath, 
And Fate will ſoon rub out my ſcore. 
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cheat !) 
Let the law be no longer delay'd, 
[never once heard of that fellow call'd Fate, 
And by G—d he ſhan't die till I'm paid. 


On MR. CHURCHILL's DEAT RH. 


AYS Tom to Richard, Churchill's dead ; 
Says Richard, Tom, you lie, 
Old Rancour the report hath ſpread, 
But Genius cannot die. 
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Come, bailiffs, cries Doll, (how I'II hamper this 
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Ak FOR T-LCH Ir nx 


OULD honeſt Tom G 
ſcold, 
'The torture, the plague of his life ! 
Pray tell him to take down his lion of gold, 
And hang up his brazen-fac'd wife. 


 Dzan SWIF T's MonvumwmenrT, 


EXECUTED BY MR. r. CUNNINGHAM, | 


CSTATUARY IN DUBLIN, 


8 AY, to the Drapier's vaſt unbounded fame, 
What added honours can the ſculptor give ? 
None—'tis a ſanction from the Drapier's name 


Muſt bid the ſculptor and his marble live. 


* Landlord of the Golden Lion, an inn in Yorkſhire, 
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OULD Kate for Dick 3 the Gordian 
ſtring, 
ſhe Tyburn knot how near the nuptial ring! 
bring wife, obedient to her vows, 
; bound in duty to exalt her ſpouſe. 


MR. C=— F —, 


ON HIS BEING SATIRIZED BY AN IGNORANT 


— 2 Bp. hs Pe — * —— 
r = MAY em 
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W HET HE R he's worth your ſpleen or not, 


You've aſk'd me to determine: 
[wiſh my friend a nobler lot 
Than that of trampling vermin. 


} 4 
if \ 


A blockhead can't be worth our care, 
Unleſs that we'd befriend him: 

as you've ſome common ſenſe to ſpare, 
Il pay what you may lend him. 
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ON SEEING J, C 


NEWSPAPER, 


T HEN a wretch to public notice, 
Would a man of worth defame; 
Wit, as threadbare as his coat is, 


Only ſhews his want of ſhame, 


Buſy, pert, unmeaning parrot ! 
Vileſt of the venal crews! 

Go—and in your Grub-ſtreet garret, 
Hang yourſelf and paltry muſe, 


Pity too the meddling finner | 
Should for hunger hang or drown : 
x, (he muſt not want a dinner) 


Send the ſcribbler half a crown. 


F 


VERSES, | 


VRT! 


— 
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V E R S E 8, 


By MR. CUNNIN GH AM, 


rr ABOUT THREE WEEKS BEPORZ nis 
DEATH. 


—_ lad, as you run o'er my rhime, 
And ſee my long name at the end, 


lou cry And has CUNNINGHAM time 
« To give ſo much verſe to his friend ? 8 


Tis true, the reproof (tho? ſevere) 
Is juſt from the letters I owe; 

Bit blameleſs I ſtill may appear, 

For nonſenſe is all I beſtow. 
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EEE PILE * ” n 8 * 2 a Te 


However, for better for worſe, 

As Damons their Chloes receive, 

bn take the dull lines J rehearſe 
They're all a poor friend has to give. 


The Drama and J have ſhook hands, 
We're parted, no more to engage; 
Jubmiſſive I met her commands 
For nothing can cure me of age. 


Vol. LXIX. O My 
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My ſunſhine of youth is no more! 
My mornings of pleaſure are fled ! 

*Tis painful my fate to endure— Y 
A penſion ſupplies me with bread ! 


Dependant at length on the man 


Whoſe fortunes I ſtruggled to raiſe ! 
I conquer my pride as I can 
His charity merits my praiſe ! 


His bounty proceeds from his heart; 
"Tis principle prompts the ppi 

His kindneſs exceeds my deſert, 
And often fuppreſſes a ſigh. 


But like the old horſe in the ſong, 

I'm turn'd on the Common to graze— 
To Fortune theſe changes belong, 

And contented I yield to her ways! 


She ne'er was my friend ; thro? the day 
Her ſmiles were the ſmiles of deceit 
At noon ſhe'd her favours diſplay, 
And at night let me pine at her feet. 


No longer her preſence I court, 
No longer I ſhrink at her frowns! 
Her whimſies ſupply me with ſport— 
And her ſmiles I refign to the clowns! 


Thus | 
Ane 
[quie 
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Thus loſt to each worldly deſire, 
And ſcorning all riches—all fame, 

[quietly hope to retire | | 
When time ſhall the ſummons proclaim, g 


[ye nothing to weep for behind! 
To part with my friends is the worſt ! 
ſheir numbers, I grant, are confin'd ; 
But you are, ſtill, one of the firſt. 
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Another - - 

On Mr. Churchill's Death - 1 
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ix EPISTLE TO MR, CUTHBERT JACKSON, 


HIS motley piece to you J ſend, 
Who always were a faithful friend; 
Tho, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 

(an beſt explain the author's ſenſe ;. 

ind, anxious for the public weal, 

Iv, what I ſing, ſo often feel. 

The want of method pray excuſe, 
Mowing for a vapour'd Muſe ; 

Nor to a narrow path confin'd, 

Hedge 1n by rales a roving mind. 

The child 1s genuine, you may trace 
Throughout the ſire's tranſmitted face. 
Vothing is ſtol'n: my Muſe, though mean, 
Draws from the ſpring ſhe finds within; 
Vor vainly buys what + Gildon ſells, 

Pretic buckets for dry wells. 

School helps I want, to climb on high, 

Where all the ancient treaſures lie, 
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* © In this Poem,” Mr. Melmoth ſays, * there are more ori- 
" zinal tioughts thrown together than he had ever read in the 
* lame compals of lines. 


| Fitzofbarne's Letters, p. P 14. 
7 Gildon's Art of Poetry. | 
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And there unfeen commit a theft 


On wealth in Greek exchequers left. hen 
Then where? from whom ? what can I ſteal, eh ic! 
Who only with the moderns deal ? 1nd thr 
This were attempting to put on  fcang 
Raiment from naked bodies won“: | mh 
They ſafely fing before a thief, a 
They cannot give who want relief ; i > 

Some few excepted, names well known, | ik 
And juſtly laurel'd with renown, Put ſw 
Whoſe ſtamp of genius marks their ware, oh 
And theft detects - of theft beware; Lal 
From More f fo laſh'd, example fit, = WS 
Shun petty larceny in wit. Hel! 

Firſt know, my friend, 1 do not mean aal 
To write a treatiſe on the Spleen; | bY 
Nor to preſcribe when nerves convullſe ; Wu 6 
Nor mend th' alarum watch, your pulſe, e 
If I am right, your queſtion lay, | Tro 
What courſe I take to drive away : [ad 
The day-mare Spleen, by whoſe falſe pleas. R. 

| a 


Men prove mere ſuicides in eaſe ; = 
And how I do myſelf demean | Vor! 


In ſtormy world to live ſerene. | 
| | 1 
* A painted veſt Prince Vortiger had on, ; of 


Which from a naked Pict his grandfire won. 
Howard's Britiſh Prins 
+ James More Smith, Efa; See Dunciad, B. ii, I. 50. and 


the notes, where the circumſtances of the cranſaRion here allude 
to are very fully explained, 


3 


| When N 


THE SPLE EN. 
When by its magic lantern Spleen 
ſth frightful figures ſpreads life's ſcene, 
1nd threat'ning proſpects urg'd my fears, 
\{ranger to the luck of heirs; _ 
ton, ſome quiet to reſtore, 
hey d part was ſubſtance, ſhadow more; 
ith Spleen's dead weight though heavy grown, 
I life's rough tide I ſunk not down, 
hut ſwam, till Fortune threw: a rope, 
oyant on bladders fill'd with hope. 

| always chooſe the plaineſt food 
0mend viſcidity of blood. 
fail! water-gruel, healing power, 
(f eaſy acceſs to the poor ; 
ſhy help love's confeſſors implore, 
ind doctors ſecretly adore ; 
To thee, I fly, by thee dilute— 
Through veins my blood doth quicker ſhoot, 
fund by ſwift current throws off clean 
Iohfc particles of Spleen. 

| never fick by drinking grow, 
Nor keep myſelf a cup too low, 
And ſeldom Cloe's lodgings haunt, 
Thrifty of ſpirits, which I want. 

Hunting I reckon very good 
To brace the nerves, and ſtir the blood: 
hut after no field-honours itch, | 
chiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch, 
Vhile Spleen lies ſoft relax'd in bed, 
Ur o'er coal fires inclines the head, | 
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Hygeia's 
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Hygeia's ſons with hound and horn, 
And jovial cry awake the morn. 
Theſe ſee her from the duſky plight, 
Smear'd by th' embraces of the night, 
With roral waſh redeem her face, 
And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 
And, mounting in looſe robes the ſkies, 
Shed light and fragrance as ſhe flies, 
Then horſe and hound fierce joy diſplay, 
Exulting at the hark-away, 
And 1n purſuit o'er tainted ground 
| From lungs robuſt field-notes reſound. 
| Then, as St. George the dragon flew, 


Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view; reo 

While all their ſpirits are on wing, ee 

And woods, and hills, and vallies ring. BY 

To cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen Dia 

Some recommend the bowling- green; be 

| Some, hilly walks; all, exerciſe; acc 
| Fling but a ſtone, the giant dies ; 0 
Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been i And 
| Carer good doctors for the ſpleen ; : 1 Are 
| And kitten, if the humour hit, =! 
| Has harlequin'd away the fit la 
| Since mirth is good in this behalf; = BY 
| At ſome partic'lars let us laugh. | BY 
| Witlings, briſk fools, curs'd with half ſenſe, BY 
That ſtimulates their impotence ; _ | Ad 

Who buz in rhyme, and, like blind flies, BM 


Err with their wings for want of eyes. A 
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Tr authors worſhipping a calf, 
ep tragedies that make us laugh, 
\ fri diſſenter ſaying grace, 
ect rer preaching for a place, 
folks, things prophetic to diſpenſe, 
Making the paſt the future tenſe, 
The popiſh dubbing of a prieſt, 
Fine epitaphs on knaves deceas'd, 
Green-apron'd Pythoniſſa's rage, 
Great Æſculapius on his ſtage, 
A miſer ſtarving to be rich, 
The prior of Newgate's dying ſpeech, 
Ajointur'd widow's ritual ſtate, 
Two Jews diſputing tete à tete, 
New almanacs compos'd by ſeers, 
Experiments on felons ears, 
Diſdainful prudes, who ceaſeleſs ply 
The ſuperb muſele of the eye, 
A coquet's April-weather face, 
A Queenb'rough mayor behind his mace, 
And fops in military ſhew, 
Are ſov'reign for the caſe in view. 
f ſpleen-togs riſe at cloſe of day, 
clear my ev'ning with a play, 
Or to ſome concert take my way. 
The company, the ſhine of lights, 
The ſcenes of humour, muſic's flights, 
Adjult and ſet the ſoul to rights. 
Lite's moying pictures, well-wrought plays, 
To others” grief attention raiſe : 
A 4 Here, 
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Here, while the tragic fictions glow, 

We borrow joy by pitying woe ; 

There gaily comic ſcenes delight, 

And hold true mirrors to our ſight, 

Virtue, in charming dreſs array'd, 

Calling the paſſions to her aid, 

When moral ſcenes juſt actions join, 

Taxkes ſhape, and ſhews her face divine. 

Muſic has charms, we all may find, 

Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 

When art does ſound's high pow'r advance, 

To muſic's pipe the paſſions dance; 

Motions unwill'd its pow'rs have ſhewn, 

Tarantulated by a tune. 

Many have held the ſoul to be 

Nearly ally'd to harmony. 

Her have I known indulging grief, 

And ſhunning company's relief, 

Unveil her face, and looking round, BY 

Own, by neglecting ſorrow's wound, | Pai 
'The conſanguinity of ſound. | 

In rainy days keep double guard, 

Or Spleen will ſurely be too hard ; 

Which, like thoſe fiſh by ſailors met, 

Fly higheſt, while their wings are wet, 

In ſuch dull weather, ſo unfit 

To enterprize a work of wit, 


When clouds one yard of azure ky, 


That's fit for ſimile, deny, | 
1 dress 


irels 
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[dreſs my face with ſtudious looks, 
and ſhorten tedious hours with books, 
But if dull fogs invade the head, 

That mem'ry minds not what 1s read, 
[it in window dry as ark, 

4nd on the drowning world remark : 
Or to ſome coffee-houſe I ſtray 

For news, the manna of a day, 


| And from the hipp'd diſcourſes gather, 


That politics go by the weather : 

Then ſeek good-humour'd tavern chums, 

And play at cards, but for ſmall ſums ; 

Or with the merry fellows quaff, 

And laugh aloud with them that laugh; 

Or drink a joco-ferious cup | 

With ſouls who've took their freedom up, 

And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 

In Epicurus' garden walk, 

Who thought it heav'n to be ſerene ; 

Fain, hell, and purgatory, ſpleen. _ 
Sometimes I dreſs, with women ſit, 

And chat away the gloomy fit ; 

Quit the ſtiff garb of ſerious ſenſe, 

And wear a gay impertinence, 

Nor think nor ſpeak with any pains, 

but lay on fancy's neck the reins ; 

Talk of unuſual ſwell of waift 

In maid of honour looſely lac'd, 

And beauty borr'wing Spaniſh red, 

And loving pair with ſep'rate bed, 
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You excommunicate the Spleen, 


Love on his throne of glory ſeems 
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And jewels pawn'd for loſs of game, 


1 ut 

And then redeem'd by loſs of fame; 3 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch | BY: 
By grave pretence to go to church) uud 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover ſine, nnd 
Like Will and Mary on the coin: Love 
And thus in modiſh manner we, | chin 
In aid of ſugar, ſweet tea. IM 
Permit, ye fair, your idol form, Aud 
Which een the coldeſt heart can warm, = 310 
May with its beauties grace my line, ro 
While I bow down before its ſhrine, BY 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 1 E 


Perfume, and get by giving praiſe. 
With ſpeech ſo ſweet, ſo ſweet a mien 


Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
You form with ſound, when pleas'd to ſing; 
Whate'er you ſay, howe'er you move, 
We look, we liſten, and approve. 

Your touch, which gives to teeling bliſs, 
Our nerves officious throng to kiſs ; 

By Celia's pat, on their report, 

The grave-air'd ſoul, inclin'd to ſport, 
Renounces wiſdom's ſullen pomp, 

And loves the floral game, to romp. 

But who can view the pointed rays, 

That from black eyes ſcintillant blaze? 


Encompaſs'd with Satellite beams, 
2 


ut 
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But when blue eyes, more ſoftly bright, 

Diffuſe benignly humid light, 

We gaze, and ſee the ſmiling loves, 

And Cytherea's gentle doves, 

And raptur'd fix in ſuch a face, 

Love's mercy-ſeat, and throne of grace. 

Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow ; 

I gain fires Iong-extinguiſh'd glow, 

And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 

Blood long congealed liquefies! 

True miracle, and fairly done 

By heads which are ador'd while on, 
But oh, what pity *tis to find 

Such beauties both of form and mind, 

By modern breeding much debas'd, 

In half the female world at leaſt ! 

Hence I with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 


Where, a prize miſs'd, I'm quite undone 


And han't, by vent'ring on a wite, 
Yet run the greateſt riſk in life. 


Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbear 


Your impious pains to form the fair, 
Nor lay out ſo much coſt and art, 

But to deflow'r the virgin heart ; 

Of every folly-foſt'ring bed 

By quick'ning heat of cuſtom bred. 
Rather than by your culture ſpoil'd, 
Deſiſt, and give us nature wild, 
Delighted with a hoyden ſoul, 

Which truth and innocence controul. 
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Coquets, 
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Coquets, leave off affected arts, 
Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 
Woodcocks to ſhun your ſnares have kill, 
You ſhew ſo plain, you ſtrive to kill, 
In love the artleſs catch the game, 
And they ſcarce miſs who never aim. 
The world's great author did create 
The ſex to fit the nuptial ſtate, 
And meant a bleſſing in a wife 
To ſolace the fatigues of life; 
And old inſpired times difplay, 
How wives could love, and yet obey. 
Then truth, and patience of controul, 
And houſe-wite arts adorn'd the foul ; 
And charms, the gift of nature, ſhone ; 
And jealouſy, a thing unknown: 
Veils were the only maks they wore ; 
Novels {receipts to make a whore) 
Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 
Nor Pam's puiſſance felt at loo. 
Wiſe men did not to be thought gay, 
'Then compliment their pow'r away : 
But left, by frail deſires miſled, 
The girls forbidden paths ſhould tread, 
Of ign'rance rais'd the ſafe high wall; 
We fink haw-haws, that ſhew them all. 
Thus we at once ſolicit ſenſe, 
And charge them not to break the fence. 
Now, 1t untir'd, conſider friend, 
What I avoid to gain my end. | 
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| never am at meeting ſeen, 
Meeting, that region of the Spleen ; 
The broken heart, the buſy fiend, 
The inward call, on Spleen depend. 
Law, licens'd breaking of the peace, 
To which vacation is diſeaſe : 
A gvpſy diction ſcarce known well 
By th' magi, who law-fortunes tell, 
| hun ; nor let it breed within 
Anxiety, and that the Spleen ; 
Law, grown a foreſt, where perplex 
The mazes, and the brambles vex ; 
Where its twelve verd'rers every day 
Are changing ſtill the public way : 
Yet if we miſs our path and err, 
We grievous penalties 1 incur ; 
And wand'rers tire, and tear their ſkin, 
And then get out where they went in. 
[ never game, and rarely bet, 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt. 
No compter-writs me agitate ; 
Who moralizing paſs the gate, 
And there mine eyes on ſpendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wiſdom, before beneath their care, 
Pays her upbraiding viſits there, 
And forces folly through the grate, 
Her panegyric to repeat. 
This view, profuſely when inclin'd,. 
Enters a caveat in the mind : 
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Experience join'd with common ſenſe, 


From the moſt noted whore alive ; 


To the ſtate's mellow forms prefer; 
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To mortals is a providence. 

Paſſion, as frequently 1s ſeen, 
Subſiding ſettles into Spleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party-ſtrife. 

A prince's cauſe, a church's claim, 
I've known to raiſe a mighty flame, 
And prieft, as ſtoker, very tree 
To throw 1n peace and charity. 

That tribe, whoſe practicals decree 
Small beer the deadlieſt hereſy ; 
Who, fond of pedigree, derive 
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Who own wine's old prophetic aid, 
And love the mitre Bacchus made, 
Forbid the faithful to depend 

On half-pint drinkers for a friend, 
And 1n whoſe gay red-letter'd face 

We read good-living more than grace : 
Nor they ſo pure, and fo preciſe, 
Immac'late as their white of eyes, 
Who for the ſpirit hug the Spleen, 
Phylacter'd throughout all their mien, 
Who their ill-taſted home-brew'd pray'r 


Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, 
Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, 
And ſamples of heart-cheſted grace 
Expoſe in ſnew-glaſs of the face, 


—_— 


THE SPLEEN. 215 


— OW OY OI — — 


Did never me as yet provoke 

Fither to honour band and cloak, 

Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 
[ rail not with mock-patriot grace 

At folks, becauſe they are in place; 

Nor, hir'd to praiſe with ſtallion pen, 

Serve the ear-lechery of men; 

But to avoid religious jars, 

The laws are my expoſitors, 

Which in my doubting mind create 

Conformity to church and ſtate. 

go, purſuant to my plan, 

To Mecca with the Caravan. 

And think it right in common ſenſe 

Both for diverſion and defence. 
Reforming ſchemes are none of mine; 

To mend the world's a vaſt deſign: 

Like theirs, who tug in little boat, 

To pull to them the ſhip afloat, 

While to defeat their labour'd end, 

At once both wind and ftream contend : 

Succeſs herein is ſeldom ſeen, 

And zeal, when baffled, turns to Spleen. 
Happy the man, who innocent, 

Grieves not at ills he can't prevent ; 

His kKiff does with the current glide, 

Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide, 

He, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 

Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd, 
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And when he can't prevent foul play,. 
Enjoys the folly of the fray. 
By theſe reflections I repeal 
Each haſty promiſe made in zeal. 
When goſpel propagators ſay, 
We're bound' our great light to diſplay, 
And Indian darkneſs drive away, 
Yet none but drunken watchmen ſend, 
And ſcoundrel link-boys for that end ; 
When they cry up this holy war, 
Which every chriſtian ſhould be for, 
Yet ſuch as owe the law their ears, 
We find employed as engineers : 
This view my forward zeal fo ſhocks, 
In vain they hold the money-box. 
At ſuch a conduct, which intends 
By vicious means ſuch virtuous ends, 
| laugh off Spleen, and keep my pence 
From ſpoiling Indian innocence. 
Vet philoſophic love of eaſe 
I ſuffer not to prove diſeaſe, 
But riſe up in the virtuous cauſe 
Of a free preſs, and equal laws. 
The preſs reftrain'd ! nefandous thought! 
In vain our fires have nobly fought : 
While free from force the preſs remains, 
Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains, . 
And Learning largeſſes beſtows, 
And keeps uncenſur'd open houſe. 
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We to the nation's public mart 

Our works of wit, and ſchemes of art, 
nd philoſophic goods this way, _ 
Like water-carriage, cheap convey. 

This tree, which knowledge ſo affords, 
Iquifitors with flaming ſwords 

from lay approach with zeal defend, 

Leſt their own paradiſe ſhould end. 

The preſs from her fecundous wamb 


bought forth the arts of Greece and Rome; 


Her offspring, {kill'd in logie war, 

Trath's banner wav'd in open air; 

Ihe monſter Superſtition fled, 

And hid in ſhades its Gorgon head; 

And lawleſs pow'r, the long-kept field, 

By reaſon quell'd, was forc'd to yield. 

This nurſe of arts, and freedom's fence 

To chain, is treaſon againſt ſenſe; 

And, Liberty, thy thouſand tongues. 

None filence, who deſign no wrongs ;. 

for thoſe, who uſe the gag's reſtraint, 

Fir rob, before they ſtop complaint. 
dince diſappointment gauls within, 

And ſubjugates the ſoul to Spleen, 

Moſt ſchemes, as money-ſnares, J hate, 

And bite not at projector's bait. 

vuſtcient wrecks appear each day, 

And yet freſh fools are caſt away. 

Ere well the bubbled can turn round, 

Their painted veſſel runs aground ;. 
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Or in deep ſeas it overſets 

By a fierce hurricane of debts ; 

Or helm directors in one trip, 
Freight firſt embezzled, fink the ſhip. 
Such was of late a corporation * 

The brazen ſerpent of the nation, 
Which, when hard accidents diſtreſs'd, 
The poor muſt look at to be bleſt, 

And thence een with paper ſeal'd 
By fraud and us' ry, to be heal'd. 

I in no ſoul-conſumption wait 
Whole years at levees of the great, 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the ſpare diet of a ſmile. 

There you may ſee the 1dol ſtand 

With mirror in his wanton hand ; 
Above, below, now here, now there, 
He throws about the ſunny glare. 
Crowds pant, and preſs to ſeize the prize, 
The gay deluſion of their eyes. 

When Fancy tries her limning kill 
'To draw and colour at her will, 
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* The Charitable Corporation, inſtituted for the relief of both | 
induſtrious poor, by aſſiſting them with ſmall ſums upon pledge rheſe 


at legal intereſt. By the villany of thoſe who had the manage 
ment of this ſcheme, the proprietors were defrauded of very cong 
fiderable ſums of money. In 1732 the conduct of the director 
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of this body, became the ſubject of a parliamentary enquiry, au Ut Io 
ſome of them who were members of the Houſe of Commony born 


Were expelled for their concern in this intquitous tranſaction-. Nor 
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1rd raiſe and round the figure well, 

1nd ſhew her talent to excel, 

guard my heart, leſt it ſhould woo 
[ireal beauties Fancy drew, 

1nd diſappointed, feel deſpair 

it loſs of things, that never were. 

When I lean politicians mark 

(nzing on ther in the park; 

ſho e'er on wing with open throats 

lr at debates, expreſſes, votes, 

if in the manner ſwallows uſe, 

(aching their atry food of news; 

ſhoſe latrant ſtomachs oft moleſt 

The deep- laid plans their dreams ſuggeſt ; 
r ſee ſome poet penſive fit, 

ondly miſtaking Spleen for Wit: 
bo, though ſhort-winded, ſtill will aim 
lo found the epic trump of Fame; 

Vho ſtill on Phœbus' ſmiles will doat, 
Nor learn conviction from his coat; 

bleſs my ſtars, I never knew 

Vhimſies, which cloſe pursu'd, undo, 
and have from old experience been 

loch parent and the child of Spleen, 
lieſe ſubjects of Apollo's ſtate, | 
Vho from falſe fire derive their fate, 
Vith airy purchaſes undone 

Vt lands, which none lend money on, 

' barn dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Vr loft one hour to gather bays. a 
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Their fancies firſt delirious grew, 

And ſcenes ideal took for true, 

Fine to the fight Parnaſſus lies, 

And with falſe proſpects cheats their eyes; 

The fabled gods the Poets ſing, 

A ſeaſon of perpetual ſpring, 

Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, 

Aitording ſweets and ſimiles, 5 

Gay dreams inſpir'd in myrtle bow'rs, 

And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs, 

Apollo's harp with airs divine, 

The ſacred muſic of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 

And for a vacant niche proud aim, 

Raviſh their ſouls, and plainly ſhew 

What Fancy's ſketching power can do. 

They will attempt the mountain ſteep, 

Where on the top, like dreams in ſleep, 

The Muſe's revelations ſnew, 

That find men crack'd, or make them ſo. 
Vou, friend, like me, the trade of rhyme 

Avoid, elab'rate waſte of time, 

Nor are content to be undone, 

To paſs for Phœbus' crazy fon. 

Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, 

Afford the moſt uncertain gain; 

And lott'ries never tempt the wiſe 

With blanks ſo many to a prize. 

I only tranſient viſits pay, 

Meeting the Muſes in my way, 
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4 tree known to the faſtidious dames, 
r (il to call them by their names, 
Nor can their paſſports in theſe days, 
ſour profit warrant, or your. praiſe. 
n Poems by their dictates writ, 
(tics, as ſworn appraiſers, ſit, 
ind mere upholſt'rers in a trice 
n gems and paintings ſet a price. 
beſe tayl'ring artiſts for our lays 

| Invent cramp'd rules, and with ſtrait ſtays 
Iiving free Nature's ſhape to hit, 
Imaciate ſenſe, before they fit. 

A common place, and many friends, 
(an ſerve the plagiary's ends, 
Whoſe eaſy vamping talent hes, 
Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 
Thus ſome devoid of art and {kill 
To ſearch the mine on Pindus' hill, 
Proud to aſpire and workmen grow, 
by genius doom'd to ſtay below, 
for their own digging ſhew the town 
Wit's treaſure brought by others down. 
dome wanting, if they find a mine, 
An artiſt's judgment to refine, 

Vn fame precipitately fix'd, 

The ore with baſer metals mix'd 

Melt down, impatient of delay, 

And call the vicious maſs a play. 

All theſe engage to ſerie their ends, 


A band ſelect of truſt, friends, 
| 5 3 Who, 
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Who, leſſon'd right, extol the thing, 
As Pſapho * taught his birds to ſing ; 
Then to the ladies they ſubmit, 
Returning officers on wit : 

A crowded houſe their preſence draws, 
And on the beaus impoſes laws, 
A judgment in its favour ends, 
When all the pannel are its friends : 
Their natures merciful and mild 

Have from mere pity ſav'd the child; 

In bulruſh ark the bantling found 
Helpleſs, and ready to be drown'd, 
"They have preſerv'd by kind ſupport, 1 
And brought the baby-muſe to court. | fff 
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But there's a youth + that you can name, 1 I 
Who needs no leading ſtrings to fame, I An 
Whole quick maturity of brain = 
The birth of Pallas may explain: Str 
Dreaming of whoſe depending fate, Th 
J heard Melpomene debate, Tt 
This, this is he, that was foretold | Wy 
Should emulate our r Greeks of old. , [1 
| * 

» Pſapho was a Libyan, who. defiring to be accounted a Goa A 


eftected it by this means: He took young bitds and taught chef Vi 
to ſing, Pſapho is a great God, When they were perfect in their 
leflon, he let them fly; and other birds learning the ſame ditty, L 
repeated it in the woods; on which his countrymen offered ſacri- 4 
fice to him, and conſidered him as a Deity. E 
+ Mr. Glover, the excellent author of Leonidas, Boadicea, 
Medea, &c. f 
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hſpir'd by me with ſacred art, 
He fings, and rules the varied heart ; 

f Jove's dread anger he rehearſe, 
We hear the thunder in his verſe ; 
If he deſcribes love turn'd to rage, 
The furies riot in his page. 
If he fair liberty and law 
y ruffian pow'r expiring draw, 
The keener paſſions then engage 
Aright, and ſanctify their rage; 
If he attempt diſaſtrous love, 
We hear thoſe plaints that wound the grove, 
Within the kinder paſſions glow, 
And tears diſtill'd from pity flow. 

From the bright viſion I deſcend, 
And my deſerted them attend. 

Me never did ambition ſeize, 
Strange fever moſt inflam'd by eaſe ! 
The active lunacy of pride, 
That courts jilt Fortune for a bride, 
This par'diſe- tree, ſo fair and high, 
| view with no aſpiring eye: 
| Like aſpen ſhake the reſtleſs leaves, 
And Sodom-fruit our pains deceives, 
Whence frequent falls give no ſurpriſe, 
Put fits of Spleen, call'd growing wwije, 
Greatneſs in glitt'ring forms diſplay'd 
Affects weak eyes much us'd to ſhade, 
And by its falſly-envy'd ſcene 
Gives ſelt-debaſing fits of Spleen. 
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We ſhould be pleas'd that things are ſo, 
Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle fiz'd, can paſs between 
Life's hubbub ſafe, becauſe unſeen, 
And 'midſt the glare of greatneſs trace 
A wat'ry ſun-ſhine in the face, 
And pleaſures fled to, to redreſs 
The ſad fatigue of idleneſs. 
Contentment, parent of delight, 
So much a ſtranger to our ſight, 
Say, goddeſs, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thy blooming face ; 
'Thy gracious auſpices impart, 
And tor thy temple chooſe my heart. 
They, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 
Thy ſcience learn, to bound deſire; 
By happy alchymy of mind 
They turn to pleaſure all they find ; 
They both diſdain in outward mien 
'The grave and ſolemn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of dreſs, 
To feign a joy, and hide diftreſs ; 
Unmorv'd when the rude tempeſt blows, 
Without an opiate they repoſe ; 
And cover'd by your ſhield, defy 
The whizzing ſhafts, that round them fly : 
Nor meddling with the god's affairs, 
Concern themſelves with diſtant cares; 
But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 


And feaſt upon the good poſſeſo d. 
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Forc'd by ſoft violence of pray'r, 
The blithſome goddeſs ſoothes my care, 
feel the deity inſpire, 
and thus ſhe models my deſire. 
Two hundred pounds half-yearly paid, 
Annuity ſecurely made, ” 
A farm ſome twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight, ſalubrious, and my own; 


| Two maids, that never ſaw the town, 


A ſerving-man, not quite a clown, 

A boy to help to tread the mow, 

And drive, while t'other holds the plough; 
A chief, of temper form'd to pleaſe, 
Fit to converſe, and keep the keys; 
And better to preſerve the peace, 
Commiſſion'd by the name of niece; 
With underſtandings of a fize 

To think their maſter very wiſe, 

May heav'n (it's all J wiſh for) ſend 
One genial room to treat a friend, 
Where decent cup-board, little plate, 
Diiplay benevolence, not ſtate. 

And may my humble dwelling ſtand 
Upon ſome choſen ſpot of land- 
A pond before full to the brim, 
Where cows may cool, and geeſe may ſwim 
behind, a green like velvet neat, 

Soft to the eye, and to the ſeet; 
Where od'rous plants in evening fair 
breathe all around ambroſial air; 
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From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground, 
Fenc'd by a ſlope with buſhes crown'd, 
Fit dwelling for the feather'd throng, 
Who pay their quit-rents with a ſong 
With op'ning views of hill and dale, 
Which ſenſe and fancy too regale, 
Where the half-cirque, which viſion bounds, 
Like amphitheatre ſurrounds ; 
And woods impervious to the breeze, 
'Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 
From hills through plains in duſk array 
Extended far, repel the day. 
Here ſtillneſs, height, and ſolemn ſhade 
Invite, and contemplation aid: 
Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
The dark decrees and will of fate, 
And dreams beneath the ſpreading beech 
Inſpire, and docile fancy teach, 
| While ſoft as breezy breath of wind, 
| Impulſes ruſtle through the mind, 
Here Dryads, ſcorning Fhœbus' ray, 
While Pan melodious pipes away, 
In meaſur'd motions friſk about, 
Till old Silenus puts them out. 
There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 
Vie in variety of green; 
| Freſh paſtures ſpeckled o'er with bes. 
B | Brown fields their fallow ſabbaths keep, 
Plump Ceres golden treſſes wear, 


And poppy top-knots deck her hair, 
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And filver ſtreams through meadows ſtray, 

And Naiads on the margin play, 

And leſſer nymphs on ſide of hills 

From play-thing urns pour down the rills. 
Thus ſhelter'd, free from care and ſtrife, 

May I enjoy a calm through life ; 

dee faction, ſafe in low degree, 

As men at land ſee ſtorms at ſea, 

And laugh at miſerable elves 


WM Not kind, ſo much as to themſelves, 


Curs'd with ſuch ſouls of baſe alloy, 
As can poſſeſs, but not enjoy ; 

Debarr'd the pleaſure to impart 

By av'rice, ſphincter of the heart, 

Who wealth, hard earn'd by guilty cares, 
Bequeath untouch'd to thankleſs heirs. 
May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, 
And wearing Virtue's liv'ry-ſmile, 
Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 

And little treſpaſſes forgive, 

With income not in Fortune's pow'r, 
And ſkill to make a buſy hour, 

With trips to town life to amuſe, 


To purchaſe hooks, and hear the news, 


To fee old friends, bruſh off the clown, 
And quicken taſte at coming down, 
Unhurt by ſickneſs' blaſting rage, 

And ſlowly mellowing in age, 

When Fate extends its gathering eripe, 
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe, 


Quit 
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Quit a worn being without pain, 


Perhaps to bloſſom ſoon again. 


But now more ſerious ſee me grow, 
And what I think, my Memmius, know. 
Th' enthuſiaſt's hope, and raptures wild, 
Have never yet my reaſon foil'd. 


His ſpringy ſoul dilates like air, 


When free from weight of ambient care, 


And, huſh'd in meditation deep, 


Slides into dreams, as when aſleep ; 
Then, fond of new diſcoveries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 
Diſdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And through the wilds of endleſs ſpace, 
Borne up on metaphyſic wings, 

Chaſes light forms and ſhadowy things, 
And in the vague excurſion caught, 
Brings home ſome rare exotic thought, 
The melancholy man ſuch dreams, 

As brighteſt evidence, eſteems; 

Fain would he ſee ſome diſtant ſcene 
Suggeſted by his reſtleſs Spleen, 

And Fancy's teleſcope applies 

With tinctur'd glaſs to cheat his eyes. 
Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 
I cloſe examine by the light ; 

For who, though brib'd by gain to lie, 
Dare ſun-beam-written truths deny, 
And execute plain common ſenſe 

On faith's mere hearſay eyidence ? 
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That ſuperſtition mayn't create, 
And club its ills with thoſe of fate, 
| many a notion take to taſk, 
Made dreadful by its viſor-maſk. 
Thus ſcruple, ſpaſm of the mind, 
s cur'd, and certainty I find. 
Since optic reaſon ſhews me plain, 
[ dreaded ſpectres of the brain. 
And legendary fears are gone, 
Though in tenacious childhood fown, 
Thus in opintons I commence 
Freeholder in the proper ſenſe, 
And neither ſuit nor ſervice do, 
Nor homage to pretenders ſhew, 
Who boaſt themſelves by ſpurious roll 
Lords of the manor of the ſoul ; 
Preferring ſenſe, from chin that's bare, 
To nonſenſe thron'd in whiſker'd hair. 
To thee, Creator uncreate, 
() Eatium Ens! divinely great! 
Hold, Muſe, nor melting pinions try, 
Nor near the blazing glory fly, 
Nor ſtraining beak. thy feeble bow, 
Unfeather'd arrows far to throw : 
Through fields unknown nor madly ſtray, 
Where no ideas mark the way. 
With tender eyes, and colours faint, 
And trembling hands forbear to paint, 
Who features veil'd by lipht can hit? 
Where can, what has no outline, fit? 
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My ſoul, the vain attempt forego, 
'Thyſelf, the fitter ſubject, know. 
He wiſely ſhuns the bold extreme, 
Who ſoon lays by th* unequal theme, 
Nor runs, with wiſdom's Syrens caught, 

On quickſands ſwall'wing ſhipwreck'd thought; 
But, conſcious of his diſtance, gives 
Mute praiſe, and humble negatives. 

In one, no object of our ſight, 
Immutable, and infinite, 

Who can't be cruel or unjuſt, 

Calm and reſign'd, I fix my truſt; 

To him my paſt and preſent ſtate 

J owe, and muſt my future fate. 

A ſtranger into life I'm come, 

Dying may be our going home, 
Tranſported here by angry Fate, 

The convicts of a prior ſtate, 

Hence I no anxious thoughts beſtow 

On matters, I can never know ; 

Through life's foul way, like vagrant paſs'd, 

He'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, 

And with ſweet eaſe the wearied crown, 

By leave to lay his being down. 

It doom'd to dance th' eternal round 

Of life no ſooner loſt but found, 

And diſſolution ſoon to come, 

Like ſpunge, wipes out life's preſent ſum, 

Put can't our ſtate of pow r bereave 

An endleſs ſeries to receive; 
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Then, if hard dealt with here by fate, 
We ballance in another ſtate, 

And conſciouſneſs muſt go along, 

And ſign th* acquittance for the wrong. 
He for his creatures muſt decree = 
More happineſs than miſery, 

Or be ſuppoſed to create, 

Curious to try, what tis to hate: 


Ind do an act, which rage infers. 


Cauſe lameneſs halts, or blindneſs errs. 
Thus, thus I ſteer my bark, and fail 

On even keel with gentle gale; 

At helm J make my reaſon fit, 

My crew of paſſions all ſubmit. 

If dark and bluſt'ring prove ſome nights, 

Philoſophy puts forth her lights; 

Experience holds the cautious glaſs, 

To ſnun the breakers, as J paſs, 

And frequent throws the wary lead, 

To ſee what dangers may be hid; 

And once in ſeven years I'm ſeen 

At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 

Though pleas'd to ſee the dolphins play, 

| mind my compaſs and my way, 

With ſtore ſufficient for relief, 

And wiſely ſtill prepar'd to reef, 

Nor wanting the diſperſive bowl 


Of cloudy weather in the ſoul, 
I makg 
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I make (may heav'n propitious ſend 

Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown, 

Life's voyage to the world unknown. 


AN R f GR A M. 


ON THE REVEREND MR. LAURENCE ECUARD's | 
AND BISHOP GILBERT BURNET'S HISTORIE. 


G I L's hiſtory appears to me 

> Political anatomy, 4 
A caſe of ſkeletons well done, 0. 
And malefactors every one. 3 
His ſharp and ſtrong inciſion pen 
Hiſtorically cuts up men, 

And does with lucid ſkill impart 
Their inward ails of head and heart. 
LAURENCE proceeds another way, 
And well-dreſs'd figures doth diſplay ; ” 
His charaRers are all in fleſh, 3 Vit 


Their hands are fair, their faces freſh ; | H 

| And from his ſweet'ning art derive 2 

| | A better ſcent than when alive. T 
He wax-work made to pleaſe the ſons, 

Whoſe fathers were G11.'s ſkeletons. gde 
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U Py ſaw, what now I ſing, 

3 Fair Lucia's hand difplay'd ; 

3 This finger grac'd a diamond ring, 
On that a ſparrow play'd. 

Ihe feather'd play-thing ſhe careſs'd, 
4 dhe ſtroak'd its head and wings; 
und while it neſtled on her breaſt, 

he liſp'd the deareſt things. 


J III. 
rich chizzled bill a ſpark ill-ſet 

ne looſen'd from the reſt, 
nd cwallow'd down to grind his meat, 
Ihe eaſier to digeſt, 


IV. 
Wie ſeiz'd his bill with wild affright, 
1 Her diamond to deſcry : . 
Twas gone ! ſhe ſicken'd at the light, 
JF \loaning her bird would die. 
Wo. Lx1X. R V. The 
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* 9 
The tongue-ty'd knocker none might uſe, bdris 
The curtains none undraw, 3 NM 
The footmen went without their ſhoes, 3 Ve v 
The ſtreet was laid with ſtraw; A c 
The doctor us'd his oily art 4 It m 
Of ſtrong emetic kind, Wb 
Th' apothecary play'd his part, DA 
And engineer'd behind. = 4 
VII. 1 
When phyſic ceas'd to ſpend its ſtore, 
To bring away the ſtone, 
Dicky, like people given o'er, 4 
Picks up, when let alone. 1 Oe 
5 VIII. 4 
His eyes diſpell'd their fickly dews, =, 
He peck'd behind his wing; ] 
Lucia recovering at the news, I ( 
Relapſes for the ring. J | 
| k Ane 
Mean while within her beauteous breaſt BY 
Two different paſſions ſtrove ; A i; 
When av'rice ended the conteſt, Ane 
And triumph'd over love. q But 
X. . One 


| Poor little, pretty, fluttering thing, | By 

| Thy pains the ſex diſplay, bY 

Who only to repair a ring, 

Could take thy life away. | An 
XI. Drivel 
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| XI. 5 
Drive av'rice from your breaſts, ye fair, 
Monſter of fouleſt mien: 
Ye would not let it harbour there, 
Could but its form be ſeen. 
XII. 
t made a virgin put on guile, 
Truth's image break her word, 
A Lucia's face forbear to ſmile, 
A Venus kill her bird. 


JOVE AND SEMELE. 


Vccafroned by a Lady's faving, That none of the antient 
tretical ftories reflected jo much on the vanity of women, 
us that of Phaeton does on the ambition of men, 


3 for amuſement quitted oft his ſkies, 
J To viſit earth, contracted to our ſize; 

And lov'd (howevef things in heav'n might go) 
Exceedingly a game of romps below. 

Miſs Semele he pick'd up, as he went, 

And thought he pleas'd her to her heart's content. 

but minds aſpiring ne'er can be at eaſe; 

Once known a god, as man he ceas'd to pleaſe. 

la tendereſt time, which women know, tis ſaid, 

Thus ſhe beſpake the loving god in bed. 

Ihou, who gav'ſt Dædalus his mazy art, 

And knoweſt all chings but a woman's heart, 
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And ſwear by Styx, I ſhall not be deny'd. 


2.35 GREEN'S POEMS. 
Hear my requeſt for ſomething yet untry'd, 


Fond Jove, like men, the better to ſucceed, 


Took any oath ; then bade the girl proceed, 
In human guiſe, great Jove, leave off to rove, 
Deceiving woman-kind, and pilf 'ring:love : 
What are thoſe joys, which as a man you give, 


To what a god of thunder can atchieve? 
Such weight of love, and might of limbs employ, 
As give immortal madams beav'nly joy. 

Jove came array'd, as bound by cruel fate, 


And Semele enjoy'd the god in ſtate: 


When flaming ſplendors round his beamy head 
Divinely ſhone, and ſtruck the mortal dead, 

Faint from the courſe though we awhile retreat, 
'To cool and breathe before another heat ; 
The gods ean't know, freſh with eternal prime, 
Love's ftinted pauſe, nor want recruits from time; 
But muſt with unabating ardours kiſs, 
And bear down nature with exceſs of bliſs. 


Learn hence, each fair one, whom like beauties grace, 


Poſſeſs'd of lawleſs empire by your face, 

Not to do what you liit, becauſe you may, 
Let cool diſcretion warm deſires allay; 

And itching curioſity believe, 

A lurking taint deriv'd from mother Eve. 
Spare then the men, ye fair, and frankly own, 
Your ſex, like ours, has had its Phaeton, 
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THE SETRE EK 


HEN I firſt came to London, I rambled about 


From ſermon to ſermon, took a ſlice and went 
out, 
Then on me, in divinity batchelor, try'd 
Many prieſts to obtrude a Levitical bride; 
And urging their various opinions, intended 
To make me wed ſyſtems, which they recommended. 
Said a letch'rous old fry'r ſkulking near Lincoln's-inn, 


(Whoſe trade's to abſolve, but whoſe paſtime's to fin ; . 


Who, ſpider-Iike, ſeizes weak proteſtant flies, 

Which hung in his ſophiſtry cobweb he ſpies ;) 

Ah! pity your ſoul; for without our church pale, 

If you happen to die, to be damn'd you can't fail; 

The Bible, you boaſt, is a wild revelation : 

Hear a church that. can't err if you hope for ſalvation. 
Said a formal non-con, (whoſe rich ſtock of grace 

Lies forward expos'd in ſhop-window of face,) 

Ah! pity your ſoul : come, be of our ſet: 

For then you are ſafe, and may plead you're clect. 

As it ſtands in the Acts, we can prove ourſelves Nin 

Being Chriſt's little flock every where ſpoke againſt. 
Said a jolly church parſon, (devoted to eaſe, 

While penal law dragons guard his golden fleece,) 

if you pity your ſoul, I pray liſten to neither; 

The firſt is in error, the laſt a deceiver: 


R 3 That 


——ů— 


—— — 


Re; 


— — 


— — 


= 2 — ow 
—— - 
_ 2 — WV 


238 GREEN'S POEMS. 


That our's is the true church, the ſenſe of our tribe is, 
And ſurely in medio tutifſimus ibis. 

Said a yea and nay friend with a ſtiff hat and band, 
(Whowhile he talk'd gravely would hold forth his hand,) 
Dominion and wealth are the aim of all three, | 

Though about ways and means they may all difagree; 
Then prithee be wiſe, go the quakers bye-way, 
Tis plain, without turnpikes, ſo nothing to pay. 
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ON BARCLAY'S APOLOGY FOR THE QUAKERs *, 


18 HESE ſheets primæval doctrines yield, 3 
Where revelation is reveal'd ; | 
Soul-phlegm from literal feeding bred, 
Syſtems lethargic to the head 

They purge, and yield a diet thin, 
That turns to goſpel-chyle within. 1 
Truth ſublimate may here be ſeen 4 
Extracted from the parts terrene, 
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This celebrated book was written by its author, both in La- 3 
tin and Engliſh, and was afterwards tranſlated into High Dutch, 
Low Dutch, French, and Spaniſh, md probably into other lan- 
guages. It has always been eſteemed a very ingenious defence of 
the principles of Quakeriſm, even by thoſe who deny the doc- 
trines which it endeavours to eſtabliſh. The author was born 
at Edinburgh In 1548, and received part of his education at 
the Scots College in Paris, whete his uncle was principal. His 
father became one of the earlieſt converts to the new ſect, and 
from his example, the ſon ſeems to have been induced to tread | 
in his ſteps. He died on the 3d of October, 1690, in the 320 2 
year of his age. 4 
25 | In 
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in theſe is ſhewn, how men obtain 

What of Prometheus poets feign : 

To ſcripture-plainneſs dreſs is brought, 
And ſpeech, apparel to the thought. 

They hiſs from inſtinct at red coats, 

And war, whoſe work 1s cutting throats, 
Forbid, and preſs the law of love : 
Breathing the ſpirit of the dove. 
Lucrative doctrines they deteſt, 

As manufactur'd by the prieſt ; 

And throw down turnpikes, where we pay 
For ſtuff, which never mends the way ; 
And tythes, a Jewiſh tax, reduce, 

And frank the goſpel for our uſe. 

They fable ſtanding armies break ; 

But the militia uſeful make : 

Since all unhir'd may preach and pray, 
Taught by theſe rules as well as they ; 
Rules, which, when truths themſelves reveal, 
Bid us to follow what we feel. 

The world can't hear the ſmall ſtill voice, 
Such is its buſtle and its noiſe ; 

Reaſon the proclamation reads, 

But not one riot paſſion heeds, 

Wealth, honour, power the graces are, 
Which here below our homage ſhare : 
They, if one votary they find 

To miitreſs more divine inclin'd, 

In truth's purſuit to cafe delay 

Throw golden apples in his ways 
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Place me, O Heav'n, in ſome retreat; 
There let the ſerious death-watch beat, 
There let me ſelf in filence ſhun, 

To feel thy will, which ſhould be done. 

Then comes the Spirit to our hut, 
When faſt the ſenſes' doors are ſhut ; 

For ſo divine and pure a gueſt 
The emptieft rooms are furniſh'd beſt. 

O Contemplation! air ſerene ! 

From damps of ſenſe, and fogs of ſpleen ! 
Pure mount of thought! thrice holy ground, 
Where grace, when waited for, is found. 

Here tis the ſoul feels fudden youth, 
And meets exulting, virgin Truth; 
Here, like a breeze of gentleſt kind, 
Impulſes ruſtle through the mind; 

Here ſhines that light with glowing face, 
The fuſe divine, that kindles grace; 
Which, if we trim our lamps, will laſt, 
Till darkneſs be by dying paſt. 

And then goes out at end of night, 
Extinguiſh'd by ſuperior light. 

Ah me! the heats and colds of life, 
Pleaſure's and pain's eternal ſtrife, 

Breed ſtormy paſſions, which confin'd, 
Shake, like th' olian cave, the mind, 
And raiſe deſpair; my lamp can laſt, 
Plac'd where they drive the furious blaſt. 

Falſe eloquence } big empty ſound ! 

Like ſhowers that ruſk upon the ground! 


ON BARCLAY'S APOLOGY, 24x 


une beneath the ſurface goes, 

ln ſtreams along, and muddy flows. 
OJ This ſinks, and ſwells the buried grain, 
- And fructifies like ſouthern rain, 

His art, well hid in mild diſcourſe, 
Exerts perſuaſion's winning force, 

And nervates ſo the good deſign, 

That king Agrippa's caſe is mine, 
Well-natur'd, happy ſhade, forgive! 
Like you I think, but cannot live. 

Thy ſcheme requires the world's contempt, 
That from dependence life exempt ; 

And conſtitution fram'd ſo ſtrong, 

This world's worſt climate cannot wrong. 
Not ſuch my lot, not Fortune's brat, 

| live by pulling off the hat; 
Compell'd by ſtation every hour 

To bow to 1mages of power ; 

And in life's buſy ſcenes immers'd, 

dee better things, and do the worſt. 
Eloquent Want, whoſe reaſons ſway, 
And make ten thouſand truths give way, 
While I your ſcheme with pleaſure trace, 
Draws near, and ſtares me in the face. 
Conſider well your ſtate, ſhe cries, 
Like others kneel, that you may riſe ; 
Hold doctrines, by no ſcruples vex'd, 
To which preſerment is annex'd ; 

Nor madly prove, where all depends, 
Idolatry upon your friends. 
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See, how you like my rueful face, 

Such you muſt wear, if out of place. 
Crack'd is your brain to turn recluſe 
Without one farthing out at uſe. 

They, who have lands, and ſafe bank- ſtock, 
With faith ſo founded on a rock, 

May give a rich invention eaſe, 

And confirue ſcripture how they pleaſe, 

The honour'd prophet, that of old 

Us'd Heav'n's high counſels to unfold, 
Did, more than courier angels, greet 

The crows, that brought him bread and meat. 
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THE GR OTTO. 


WRITTEN BY MR. GREEN, UNDER THE NAME OP 
PETER DRAKE, A FISHERMAN OF BRENTFORD, 


PRINTED IN THE YEAR I732, BUT NOT PUBLISHED. 


Scilicet Hic poffis curvo dignoſcere rectum, 
Atque inter filvas Academi querere verum. Hok. 


Our wits Apollo's influence beg, 

The Grotto makes them all with egg: 
Finding this chalkſtone in my neſt, 

1 ſtrain, and lay among the reſt. 


DIE U awhile, forſaken flood, 

To ramble in the Delian wood, 
And pray the God my well- meant ſong 
May not my ſubject's merit wrong. 

Say, father Thames, whoſe gentle pace 
Gives leave to view what beauties grace 
Your flow'ry banks, if you have ſeen 
The much-ſung Grotto of the Queen. 
Contemplative, forget awhile 
Oxonian towers, and Windſor's pile, 


* A building in Richmond Gardens, erected by Queen Caro- 
line, and committed to the cuſtody of Stephen Duck. At the 
time this poem was written many other verſes appeared on the 
lane tutject, 


And 
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And Wolſey's “ pride (his greateſt guilt) 
And what great William fince has built ; 
And flowing faſt by Richmond ſcenes, 
+ (Honour'd retreat of two great queens) 
From þ Sion-houſe, whoſe proud ſurvey 
Brow-beats your flood, look croſs the way, 
And view, from higheſt ſwell of tide, 
Ihe milder ſcenes of Surry fide. 
'Though yet no palace grace the ſhore, 
To lodge that pair you ſhould adore ; 
Nor abbies, great in ruin, riſe, 
Royal equivalents for vice; 
Behold a Grott, in Delphic grove, 
The Graces' and the Muſes” love. 
(O, might our Laureat ſtudy here, 
How would he hail his new-born year!) 
A temple from vain glories free, 
Whoſe goddeſs is Philoſophy, 
Whoſe ſides ſuch hcens'd idols crown 
As ſuperitition would pull down; 
The only pilgrimage I know, 
| 'That men of ſenſe would chooſe to go : 
Which ſweet abode, her wiſeſt choice, 
Urania cheers with heavenly voice, 


* Hampton Court, begun by cardinal Wolfey, and improve 1 
by king William III. 6 

+ Queen Anne, conſort of king Nich II. and Queen klar. 
beth, both died at Richmond. | 

1 Sion Houſe is now a ſeat belonging to the duke of Vonb- e 


umberland. 3 


While | 
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3 While all the Virtues gather round, 
Id ſee her conſecrate the ground. 

2 thou, the God with winged feet, 

In council talk of this retreat, 
na jealous gods reſentment ſhow 

Alt altars rais'd to men below; 

rell thoſe proud lords of heaven, tis fit 
3 Their houſe our heroes ſhould admit ; 

I While each exifts, as poets ſing, 

A A lazy lewd immortal thing, 


They muſt (or grow in difrepute) 
With earth's firſt commoners recruit. 
Needleſs it is in terms unſkiil'd = 
To praiſe whatever Boyle“ ſhall build; 
Needleſs 1t 1s the buits to name 
Of men, monopoliſts of fame; 
Four chiefs adorn the modeſt ſtone +, 
For virtue as for learning known; 
The thinking ſculpture helps to raiſe 
Deep thoughts, the genii of the place: 
To the mind's ear, and inward ſight, 
Their ſilence ſpeaks, and ſhade gives light: 
While inſects from the threſhold preach, 
And minds diſpos'd to muſing teach: 
* Richard Boyle, earl of Burlington, a nobleman a 
for his fine taſte in architecture. Never was protection and 
4 great wealth more generouſiy and judiciouſly diffuled than by 
* this great perſon, who had every quality of a genius and artiſt, . 
* except envy.” He died December 4, 1753. 
T The author ſhould have ſaid five; there being the buſts of 
Newton, Locke, Wollaſton, Clarke, and Boyle, 
Fed Proud 
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Proud of ſtrong limbs and painted hues, 
They periſh by the ſlighteſt bruiſe ; 

Or maladies, begun within, 
Deſtroy more ſlow life's frail machine; 


From maggot-youth through change of ſtate, 


They feel like us the turns of Fate; 
Some born to creep have liv'd to fly, 
And change earth- cells for dwellings high; 
And ſome that did their ſix wings keep, 
Before they dy d been forc'd to creep, 
They politics like ours profeſs, 
The greater prey upon the leſs: 
Some ſtrain on foot huge loads to bring; 
Some toil inceſſant on the wing; 
And in their different ways explore 
Wiſe ſenſe of want by future ſtore; 
Nor from their vigorous ſchemes deſiſt 
»Till death, and then are never miſs'd. 
Some frolic, toil, marry, increaſe, 
Are ſick and well, have war and peace, 
And, broke with age, in half a day 
Vield to ſucceſſors, and away. 
Let not profane this ſacred place, 
Hypocriſy with Janus' face; T 
Or Pomp, mixt ſtate of pride and care; 
Court kindneſs, Fal ſhood's poliſh'd ware; 
Scandal diſguis'd in Friendſhip's veil, 
That tells, unaſk'd, th' injurious tale; 
Or art politic, which allows 
The jeſuit-remedy for vows ; 
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Or prieſt, perfuming crowned head, 
Till in a ſwoon Truth lies for dead; 

or tawdry critic, who perceives 
Jo grace, which plain proportion gives, 
And more than lineaments divine 
J \dmires the gilding of the ſhrine; 
J Or that ſelf-haunting ſpectre Spleen, 

In thickeſt fog the cleareſt ſeen ; 

Or Prophecy, which dreams a lye, 
I That fools believe and knaves apply; 

Or frolic Mirth, profanely loud, 
And happy only in a crowd; 
Or Melancholy's penſive gloom, 
Proxy in Contemplation's room. 

O Delia! when I touch this firing, 
To thee my Muſe directs her wing. 
J Unſpotted fair! with downcaſt lock 
Mind not ſo much the murm'ring brook ; 
Nor fixt in thought, with footſteps ſlow 
Through cypreſs alleys cheriſh wos: 
| ſee the ſoul in penſi ve fit, 
And moping like ſick linnet fit. 
With dewy eye, and moulting wing, 
Unperch'd, averſe to fly or ſir g; 
[ ſee the favourite curls begin 
(Diſus'd to toilet diſcipline) 
To quit their poſt, loſe their ſmart air, 
And grow again like common hair ; 
And tears, which frequent We dry a 
Raiſe a red circle round the eye; 
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248 GREEN'S POEM 8. 
And by this bur about the moon, 


Conjecture more ill weather ſoon. Pere 
Love not ſo much the doleful knell : In fte\ 
And news the boding night-birds tell; WJ Call Þ 
Nor watch the wainſcot's hollow blow ; a 
And hens portentous when they crow; Not b 
Nor ſleepleſs mind the death-watch beat; Fly tc 

| Far 


In taper find no winding-ſheet : | 
Nor in burnt coal a coffin ſee, Conve 
Though thrown at others, meant for thee : Io 
Or when the corruſcation gleams, That 


Find out not firſt the bloody ſtreams; Na 
Nor in impreſt remembrance keep Theſe 
Grim tap'ſtry figures wrought in ſleep; As ip 
Nor riſe to ſee in antique hall Falſh 
The moon-light monſters on the wall, This 
And ſhadowy ſpectres darkly paſs Who 
Trailing their ſables o'er the graſs. Nor | 
Let vice and guilt a& how they pleaſe thro 
In ſouls, their conquer'd provinces ; Nor 
By heaven's juſt charter it appears, by m 
Virtue's exempt from quartering fears, 1 Nor 
Shall then arm'd fancies fiercely dreſt, oh 
Live at diſcretion in your breaſt? Artif 
Be wiſe, and panic fright diſdain, Gauc 
As notions, meteors of the brain ; And 
And fights perform'd, illuſive ſcene! To b 
By magic lanthorn of the ſpleen. Nor 
Come here, from baleful cares releas'd, Witt 
With Virtue's ticket, to a feaſt, Nor 
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Where decent mirth and wiſdom join'd 
In ſtewardſhip, regale the mind. 
Call back the Cupids to your eyes, 
1 {ee the godlings with ſurpriſe. 
Not knowing home in ſuch a plight, 
Fly to and fro, afraid to light, 
Far from my theme, from method far, 
Convey'd in Venus' flying car, 
Igo compell'd by feather'd fteeds, 
That ſcorn the rein when Delia leads, 
No daub of elegiac ſtrain 
Theſe holy wars ſhall ever ſtain; 
As ſpiders Iriſh wainſcot flee, 
Falſhood with them ſhall diſagree : 
This floor let not the vulgar tread, 
Who worſhip only what they dread : 
Nor bigots who but one way ſee 
Through blinkers of authority ; 
Nor they who its tour ſaints defame 
By making virtue but a name; 
Nor abſtract wit, (painful regale 
Jo hunt the pig with ſlippery tail!) 
Artiſts, who richly chaſe their thought, 
Gaudy without, but hollow wrought ; 
And beat too thin, and tool'd too much 
To bear the proof and ſtandard touch : 
Nor fops to guard this ſylvan ark 
With necklace bells in treble bark: 
Nor Cynics growl and fiercely paw, 
The maſtiffs of the moral law. ! 
Vol, LXIX. 8 Come, 
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Come, Nymph, with rural honours dreſt, 


Virtue's exterior form confeſt, | 
With charms untarniſn'd, innocence 
Diſplay, and Eden ſhall commence ; 
When thus you come in ſober fit, 
And wiſdom 1s preterr'd to wit ; 
And looks diviner graces tell, 


Which don't with giggling muſcles dwell; 


And beauty like the ray-clipt ſun, 
Wich bolder eye we look upon; 
Learning ſhall with obſequious mien 
Tell all the wonders ſhe has ſeen; 
Reaſon her logic armour quit, 

And proof to mild perſuaſion fit; 
Religion with free thought diſpenſe, 
And ceaſe cruſading againſt ſenſe ; 
Philoſophy and ſhe embrace, 

And their firſt league again take place ; 
And morals pure, in duty bound, 
Nymph-like the ſiſters chief ſurround ; 
Nature ſhall ſmile, and round this cell 
The turf to your light preſſure ſwell, 
And knowing beauty by her ſhoe, 
Well air its carpet from the dew. 

The Oak, while you his umbrage deck, 
Lets fall his acorns in your neck; 
Zephyr his civil kiſſes gives, 

And plays with curls inſtead of leaves: 
Birds, ſeeing you, believe it ſpring, 
And during their vacation fing ; 


3 


And 


And flow'rs lean forward from their ſeats 
10 traffic in exchange of ſweets ; 
And angels bearing wreaths deſcend, 

IJ Preferr'd as vergers to attend 


This fane, whoſe deity intreats 

The Fair to grace its upper ſeats. 
: O kindly view our letter'd ſtrife, 
And guard us through polemic life; 
: From poiſon vehicled in praiſe, 
For ſatire's ſhots but ſlightly graze ; 
q We claim your zeal, and find within, 
2J Philoſophy and you are kin. 
JT What Virtue is we judge by you; 
For actions right are beauteous too; 
b By tracing the ſole female mind, 
we beſt what is true Nature find: 
Your vapours bred from fumes declare, 
Allow ſteams create tempeſtuous air, 
bim guſhing tears and haſty rain 
Alike heaven and you ſerene again: 


; Our travels through the ſtarry {kics 
Were firſt ſuggeſted by your eyes; 
We, by the interpoſing fan, 


Leara how eclipſes firſt began: 
MF ihe vaſt ellipſe from Scarbro's home, 
bDeſcribes how blazing comets roam 
A 1te glowing colours of the cheek 
Their origin from Phœbus ſpeak ; 
Our watch how Luna ſtrays above 
WM tcl; like the care of jealous love; 
nd . 
: 8 2 Ard 
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And all things we in ſcience know 

From your known love for riddles flow. 
Father! forgive, thus far I ſtray, 

Drawn by attraction from my way. 

Mark next with awe, the foundreſs well 

Who on theſe banks delights to dwell ; 

You on the terrace ſee her plain, 

Move like Diana with her train. 

If you then fairly ſpeak your mind, 

In wedlock ſince with Iſis join'd, 

You'll own, you never yet did ſee, 

At leaſt in ſuch a high degree, 

Greatneſs delighted to undreſs ; 

vcience a ſcepter'd hand careſs ; 

A Queen the friends of freedom prize; 

A woman wiſe men canonize. 
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H E Spleen. An Epiſtle to Mr. Cuthbert 
Jackſon - - - 
j I An E pigram, on the Rev. Mr. Laurence Kehard's 
and Biſhop Gilbert Burnet's Hiſtories - 
ruhe Sparrow and Diamond. A Song - 
ore and Semele. Occaſioned by a Lady's ſay- 
ing, That none of the ancient poetical Stories 
reflected ſo much on the Vanity of Women, as 
chat of Phacton does on the Ambition of Men 
ne Seeker — 5 - 
On Barclay's 1 for the Quakers 


The Grotto. Written by Mr. Green, under the 


name of Peter Drake, a Fiſherman of Brent- 
ford. Printed in the year 1732, but not pub- 
liſhed 5 1 5 


END OF vO l. LXIx. 


237 


243 


q 


—— 
6 


* i" * n 
2 - Ss; r „ vo tra 
R . 
=" — 8 


— 
— —— — 
. 
- 
F 
5 0 ” 9 5 1 5 r * oY " 4 3 "LF rn, r * A HEN TON N 
: 4 4 . þ A 2 4 / a 2 Ft. 8 25 be ACE 8 . wy 9 JEL. LES r 3 * 4 : 
d * R r N 5 % 8 a8; a . a 7 * Nee 7 Oy 8 8 Tr e 272% 2 TH AL n * 
%. is FH n 5 % 5 2 wx * ; 5 . 6 5 4 I ad p 5 5 1 8 5 7 33 1 * F Y YEN . 7 5 8 


